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PREFACE. 

The present is an attempt, not to add to the 
great and const^tly increasing multitude of 
hymn-books intended for congregational use, 
but to present, under a convenient arrangement, 
a collection of such examples of a copious 
and interesting branch of popular literature, as, 
after a study of the subject which for several 
years has occupied part of his leisure hours, 
have seemed to the Editor most worthy of 
being separated from the mass to which they 
belong. 

A good hymn should have simplicity, fresh- 
ness, and reality of feeling, a consistent ele- 
vation of tone, and a rhythm easy and harmo- 
nious, buJ*not juggling or trivial Its language 
^ may be Homely , but should not be slovenly or 
mean Affjptation or vfeible artifice is worsen 
than excess of homelmess a hymn is easily* 
{polled by a single falsetto note Nor will tho‘ 
b 
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jnost exemplary soundness of doctnne atone 
for d^ggrel, or redeem from failure a prosaic 
didactic style 

There are many hymns m the English lan- 
guage, which will bear the test of these rules, 
as well, perhaps, as those of Germany, or of 
the aiicient Latin Church But they are apt 
to be presented m such company, or in such 
a man^^^r, as to detract much from their effect 
From operation of causd:^ connected with 
the n^^^re of such compositions, it happens, 
that writers, who do not m general rise above 
mediocrity, sometimes produce beautiful hymns, 
while, cn the other hand, there is far more dross 
than gcld ixi the works of all voluminous hymn 
writers Nor are the principles, on which 
popular collections of hymns for congregational 
use arc formed, favourable to that kind of se- 
lectiort? which is here attempted In such 
collections, as a general rule, the taste of the 
compri^^® IS regulated by their theology they 
seem satisfied with all that 

they orthodox and edifying, or hturgically 
appropriate , they do not subnst hymh|, denved 
from sources which they respect, to any free or 
indepeirdent cnticism,^and, on the^other hand, 
they reject, with morbid fastidiousness, every 
sentiment and expression in which they think 
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they detect the traces of opinions which they 
dislike It IS also their frequent habit to cut 
down the compositions which they approve, 
with little discrimination or judgment, to such 
arl ’trary dimensions, as suit their ideas of the 
time which ought to be occupied, during Divine 
service, by congregational singing 

The same regard to motives of (real, or 
supposed,) convenience and edification has in- 
troduced a systenf of tampering with the text 
of hymns, which has now grown into so great 
an abuse, that to meet with any author’s genuine 
text, in a book of this kind, is quite the exception 
Censurable as this practice is, in a literary point 
of view. It must be confessed that those who 
adopt it may plead, in their excuse, the examples 
of many of the writers, ^hose compositions they 
alter The Wesleys altered the compositions of 
George Herbert, Sandys, Austin, and Watts 
Toplady, Madan, and others, altered some of 
Charles Wesley’s hymns, much to his brother 
John’s discontent, as he testifies in the preface 
to his Hymn-Book for Methodists. Toplady’s 
own hymns, eveik the " Rock of Ages,” have 
not escaped similar treatment James Mont- 
gomery comjjJainjs much, lb the preface to the 
edition of his collected hymns published in 
1853, of his share m this peculiar cross of 
h 2 
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suitable heads, compositions of a kind inter- 
mediate between hymns for general use and 
private meditations, which (although the dis- 
tinction IS better marked in some cases than 
in others) seem to breathe, upon the whole, the 
accents of particular, rather than general, con- 
sciousness and experience On this account, they- 
are, for the most part, out of place m ordinary 
hymn-books, and unfit to be sung by public 
congregations, but their tone^is not the less 
spintual and real, and those who know any- 
thing of their own wants, and of the power of 
religion, can scarcely fail to be impressed with 
their beauty and truth 

The Editor is not sure, whether it may not 
appear to some to be an objection to this 
classification, that, by bringing closely to- 
gether a number of hymns on one subject, a. 
sense of repetition and monotony is created,, 
which might have been avoided by a different 
method The repetition, however, which will 
undoubtedly be met with in the works, not only 
of different, but even of the same hymu-writers, 
IS of a kind appropriate to such compcfeitions ^ 
and, therefore, it ough^ not to be withdrawn 
from observation All lovers of Art £re familiar 
with the habitual repetition of Holy Families, 
and other sacred subjects, by the early painters, 
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dowu to and including Raffaelle The constant 
enthusiastic contemplation of a few subjects, 
dear to the universal heart of Christendom, and 
embodying the highest conceptions of Divine 
purity and beauty, produced a simplicity, refine- 
ment, and spirituality of style, which never tires, 
notwithstanding its limited range These are 
the hymns of painters, addressed to the sense of 
sight A similar law has always governed, and 
to this day governs Christian Hymnody, bind- 
ing together by the force of a central attraction, 
more powerful than all causes of difference, 
times ancient and modern, nations of various 
race and language. Churchmen and Noncon- 
formists, Churches leformed and unreformed 
It IS refieshmg to turn aside from the divisions 
of the Christian world, and to rest for a little 
time in the sense of that inward unity, which, 
after all, subsists among all good Christians, and 
which (is It too much to hope'*) may perhaps 
receive some illustration, even from a volume 
like this 

Througliout thg \olume, the names of the 
authors, when known, are affixed to their hymns 
When moie authors tha%one have been con- 
cerned in thS compositi: n of a hjonn, or when* 
It is a cento or variation by one person fromi 
the work of another, the names of all the 




PART THE FIRST 


I 

THE HOLY TRINITY 

The Catholic Faith is this that we worship one God in 
Trinity^ and Trinity in Unity ” 

I 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty » 

Early m the morning our song shall nse to Thee , 
Holy, holy, holy » Merciful and Mighty » 

God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity » 

Holy, holy, holy ^ all the saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the 
glassy sea, 

Cherubim and seiaphim falling down before Thee, 
Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be 

Holy, holy, holy ’ though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may 
not see, 

Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee, 
Perfect in power, in love and punty 

Holy, holy, holy, £ord God Almighty < 

All Thy works shall praise Thy Name in eartl 
and sky^and sea , 

Holy, holy, holy ’ Merciful and Mighty » 

God m Three Persons, blessed Tnnity » 

Bzshop Reginald Heher 1827. 
15 
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II 

Round the Lord in glor> seated 
Cherubim and seraphim 
Fill’d His temple, and repeated 
Each to each th’ alternate hymn 

“ Lord, Thy glory fills the heaven, 

“ Earth is with its fulness stor’d , 

“ Unto Thee be glory given, 

« Holy, holy, holy Lord •” 

Heaven is still with glory ringing, 

Earth takes up the angels’ cry, 

“ Holy, holy, holy,” singing, 

“ Lord of hosts, the Lord most High 

With His seraph tram before Him, 

With His holy Church below, 

Thus conspire we to adore Him, 

Bid we thus oui anthem flow 

Lord, Thy glory fills the heaven, 

“ Earth is with its fulness stor’d , 

" Unto Thee be glory given, 

« Holy, holy, holy Lord’” 

Bishop Richard Mant i8»7 

Til 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord, 

God of hosts ’ When heaven alid earth 
Out of darkness, at Thy word, 

Issued into glpnous birth, 

AH Thy works before Thee stod, 

And Thine eye beheld them good, 

While they sang, with one accord, 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord ’ 
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The Holy Tnmty 

Holy, holy, holy » Thee, 

One Jehovah evermore, 

Father, Son, and Spint, we, 

Dust and ashes, would adore 
Lightly by the world esteemed. 

From that world by Thee redeemed, 

Sing we here, with glad accord. 

Holy, holy, holy Lord ’ 

Holy, holy, holy ’ All 
Heaven’s triumphant choir shall sing, 
When the ransomed nations fall 
At the footstool of their King 
Then shall saints and seraphim, 

Hearts and voices, swell one hymn, 

Round the Throne with full accord. 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord ’ 

Janies Montgomefy 185^ 

IV 

Te Deum Laudamus 

God eternal. Lord of all, 

Lowly at Thy feet we fall. 

All the earth doth woiship Thee , 

We amidst the throng would be 

All the holy angels cry, 

Hail, thrice holy, God most High 
Lord of all dfie heavenly powers, 

Be the same loud anthem ours 

Glorified apostles raise 
, Night and day continual praise 
Hast Thou not a mission too 
For Thy children here to do ' 
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With Thy prophets^ goodly line 
We m mystic bond combine , 

For Thou hast to babes revealed 
Things that to the wise were sealed 

Martyrs, m a noble host, 

Of Thy cross are heard to boast , 

Since so bright the crown they wear, 

Early we Thy cross would bear 

All Thy Church in heaven and earth, 

Jesus ’ hail Thy spotless birth , 

Ovm the God, who all hSs made , 

And the Spirit’s soothing aid 

Offspnng of a Virgin’s womb , 

Slam, and Victor o’er the tomb , 

Seated on the Judgment-throne, 

Number us among Thine own ^ 

Day by day we magnify Thee, 

And would eveimoie be nigh Thee 
Keep us from the Tempter’s snare , 

Spare Thy people, Jesu, spare 1 

fames Elivin Millard 184S* 

V 

Te Detmi Laudamus 

Thee we adore, eternal J-oid ^ 

We praise Thy Name with one accord ; 

Thy saints, wig here Thy goodness see, 
Through all the world do woichip Thee. 

To Thee aloud all angels cry, 

And ceaseless raise their songs on high, 
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The Holy Trinity 

Both cherubin and seraphm, 

The heavens and all the powers therein 

The Apostles join the glorious throng , 

The Prophets swell the immortal song , 

The Martyrs’ noble army raise 
Eternal anthems to Thy praise 

Thee, Holy, holy, holy King < 

Thee, the Lord God of hosts, they sing 
Thus earth below, and heaven above, 
Resound Thy glory and Thy love 

Thomas Cottenll i8io 


VI 

I give immortal praise 
To God the Fathers love, 

For all my comforts here 
And better hopes above , 

He sent His own eternal Son 
To die for sms that man had done 

To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, 

Who bought us with His blood 
From everlasting woe , 

And now He lives, and now He reigns, 
And sees the fruit of all His pains 

ToTGod the Spirit’s name 
Immortal worship give, 

Whosit new-creatin^power 
Makes the dead sinner live , 

His work completes the great design, 
And fills the soul with joy divine 
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Almighty God, to Thee 
Be endless honours done , 

The undivided Three, 

And the mysterious One ' 

Where reason fails with all her powers, 

There faith prevails, and love adores 

Isaac Watts 1709 


VII 

0 King of kings, before whose throne 
The angels bow, no gift can we 
Present that is indeed our own, 

Since heaven and earth ifelong to Thee 
Yet this our souls through grace impart, 

The offering of a thankful heart 

0 Jesu, set at God’s right hand, 

With Thine eternal Father plead 
For all Thy loyal-hearted band, 

Who still on eaith Thy succour need , 

For them m weakness strength provide, 

And through the world their footsteps guide. 

O Holy Spirit, Fount of breath, 

Whose comforts never fail nor fade, 
Vouchsafe the life that knows no death, 
Vouchsafe the light that knows no shade , 
And grant, that we through all our days 
May share Thy gifts, and sing Thy praise 

Variation by Tkc^nas Danhng 1857 
From John Quarles 1654. 
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II 

GOD THE CREATOR 

/ believe in one God, the Father Almighty, Maher of 
heaven and earth, and of all things visible and 
invisible ” 

VHI 

Psalm C 

Before Jehovah’s awful throne, 

Ye nations, tow with sacred joy , 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 

He can create, and He destroy 

His sov’reign power, without our aid, 

Made us of clay, and formed us men , 

And when like wandering sheep we stray’d, 

He brought us to His fold again 

We’ll crowd Thy gates with thankful songs. 
High as the heavens our voices raise , 

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 

Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise 

Wide as the world is Thy command, 

Vast as eternity Thy love , 

Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand, 

Wh^n rolliiig years shall cease to move 
Isaac Watts 1719 
Vanedby John Wesley 1737 
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IX 

Psalm XCIII 

The Loid Jehovah reigns 
And royal state maintains, 

His head with awful glories crowned , 
Arrayed m robes of light, 

Begirt with sovereign might, 

And rays of majesty around 

Upheld by Thy commands, 

The world securely stands, 

And skies and stais obey Thy word 
Thy throne was fixed on high 
Before the starry sky 
Eternal is Thy kingdom. Lord 

In vain the noisy crowd. 

Like billows fierce and loud, 

Against Thine empire rage and roar 
In vain, with angry spite. 

The surly nations fight, 

And dash like waves against the shore 

Let floods and nations lage, 

And all their powers engage , 

Let swelling tides assault the sky 
The terrors of Thy frown 
Shall beat their madness down 
Thy throne for ever stands on high 

Thy promises are true, 

Thy grace is ever new , 

There fixed, Thy f'hurch shall ne’er remove 
Thy saints with holy fear 
Shall in Thy courts appear, 

And sing Thine everlasting love 

Ismc Watts 1719 
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Let all the world rejoice, 

The great Jehovah reigns , 

The thunders are His awful voice , 

Our life His will ordains , 

The glories of His Name 
The lightnings, floods, and hail proclaim 

He rules by sea and land, 

O^er boundless realms He sways , 

He holds the oceans m His hand. 

And mighty mountains weighs 
Unequalled and alone 
In majesty He fills His throne 

The universe He made 
By His prevailing might , 

The earth’s foundations He hath laid, 

And scatteied ancient night , 

When heaven, and earth, and sea^ 
Proclaimed His awful majesty 

When the bright orb of day 
First gleamed with ruddy light. 

And yonder moon, with silver ray, 
Marched up the vault of night , 

And stars bedecked the skies, 

That seemed creation’s thousand eyes , 

Ahd earth’s fair form was seen, 

With floweis and bj^jssoms drest , 

And trdfes, and fields, and meadows green. 
Adorned her youthful breast, 

Hung out in boundless space, 

Amid the ocean’s cool embrace , 
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Glad was the angel throng 
To see His might prevail , 

And loud they sung a joyful song 
This universe to hail, 

While yet in youth it stood , 

The Maker, too, pronounced it good* 

But this fair world shall die, 

The creature of a day , 

In ashes and in nuns he, 

Its glory passed away 
As when before her birth, 

Again shall be this mighty dirth 

Soon shaU the day be o*er 
Of yonder brilliant sun , 

And he shall set to nse no more, 

His race of glory run , 

And soon, alas ^ all soon 
Shall fade the stars, and yon pale moon 

But ever fix’d, the throne 
Of the Eternal One 
Shall stand, when all creation’s gone, 
Unequalled and alone , 

New worlds to make at will, 

And His own wise designs fulfil 

John Hunt 1853 


XI 

Psalm CXV 

Not unto us, AlmiglJty Lord, 
But to Thyself the glory be ^ 
Created by Thy awful word, 
We only hve to honour Thee 
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Where is their God ^ the heathen cry, 

And bow to senseless wood and stone , 

Our God, we tell them, fills the sky, 

And calls ten thousand worlds his own. 

Vam gods ’ vam men ^ the Lord alone 
Is Israel’s worship, Israel’s friend , 

O fear His power, His goodness own, 

And love Him, trust Him, to the end 

Who lean on Him, from strength to strength. 
From light to light, shall onward move, 

Till through th^ grave they pass at length, 

To sing on high His saving love 

Henry Francis Lyte 1834. 

XII 

Psalm CXLVI 

Happy the man, whose hopes lely 
On Israel’s God , He made the sky, 

And earth and seas with all their tram , 

JHlis truth for ever stands secure, 

He saves the opprest, He feeds the poor , 

And none shall find his promise vam 

The Lord hath eyes to give the blind , 

The Lord supports the sinking mind , 

He sf nds th^ labouring conscience peace , 
He hdips the stranger m distress, 

The widow and the fatherless, 

And gmnts the pnsoner sweet release 

I’ll praise Him while He lends me breath, 

And when my voice is lost m death 
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Praise shall employ my nobler powers 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 

While life and thought and being last, 

Or immortality endures 

Isaac Watts 1719* 


xin 

Psalm XIX 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim 

The unwearied sun, from day to day, 

Does his Creator’s power display, 

And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand 

Soon as the evening shades pievail, 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 

And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her bnth , 

Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 

And all the planets in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings, as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole 

What, though in solemn silence all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball , 

What, though no real voige or socpd 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found*, 

In reason’s ear t^ey all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glonous voices 
For ever singing, as they shine, 

‘ The hand that made us is Divine ” 

^ Joseph Addison 1712 
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There is a book, who iiins ma> icad, 

Which hea\enl> truth impaits, 

And all the lore its bcholais need, 

Pure eyes and Christian heaits 

The works of God, abo\e, below, 

Within us and around, 

Are pages m that book, to show 
How God Himself is found 

The glonous fky, embracing all, 

Is like the Maker’s love, 

Wherewith encompass’d, great and small 
In peace and order move 

The moon above, the Chinch below, 

A wondrous race the> i un , 

But all their radiance, all their glow, 

Each bonows of its sun 

The Saviour lends the light and heat 
That crowns His holy hill , 

The saints, like stars, around His seat 
Perfonn their courses still 

The saints above are stars m Heaven , 
What are the saints on earth ^ 

Lik^llrees th«y stand, whom God has given, 
Ohr Eden’s happ> birth 

Faith It their fix’d unswerving root, 

Hope their unfading flower , 

Fair deeds of charity their fruit, 

The glory of their bower 
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The dew of heaven is like Thy giace , 

It steals m silence down , 

But, where it lights, the favoured place 
By richest fruits is known 

One name, above all glorious names, 

With its ten thousand tongues 
The everlasting sea proclaims, 

Echoing angelic songs 

The raging fire, the roaring wind, 

Thy boundless power display 
But in the gentler breeze we find 
Thy Spint’s viewless way 

Two worlds are ours *tis only sin 
Forbids us to descry, 

The mystic heaven and earth within, 

Plain as the sea and sky 

Thou who hast given me eyes to see 
And love this sight so fair, 

Give me a heart to find out Thee, 

And read Thee everywhere 

John Keble 1827 


XV 

Psalm LXV 

On God the race of man dejTends, 
Far as the earth’s remotest ends, 
Where the Creator*# name is known 
By nature’s feeble light alone 

He bids the noisy tempests cease , 
He calma the raging crowd to peace 
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When a tumultuous nation raves 
Wild as the winds, and loud as waves 

Whole kingdoms, shaken by the storm, 

He settles in a peaceful form , 

Mountains, establish’d by His hand, 

Firm on their old foundations stand 

Behold His ensigns sweep the sky , 

New comets blaze, and lightnings fly ^ 

The heathen lands, with swift surprise, 

From the bright horrors turn their eyes 

At His commsSid the morning ray 
Smiles m the east, and leads the day , 

He guides the sun’s declining wheels 
Over the tops of western hills 

Seasons and times obey His voice , 

The evening and the morn rejoice 
To see the earth made soft with showers, 
Laden with fruit, and drest m flowers 

Tis from His watery stores on high 
He gives the thirsty ground supply , 

He walks upon the clouds, and thence 
Doth His enriching drops dispense 

The desert grows a fruitful field, 

Abundant food the valleys yield , 

The valleys shout with cheerful voice, 

And ^Sighbounng hills repeat their joys 

Thy works pronounce ^hy power divine , 

O’er every field Thy glories shine , 

Through every month thy gifts appear , 

Great God ^ Thy goodness crowns the year * 
Isaac Watts 1710 
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Thy goodness, Lord, our souls confess, 

Thy goodness we adore , 

A spring, whose blessings never fail, 

A sea without a shore 

Sun, moon, and stars. Thy love attest 
In every cheerful ray , 

Love draws the cui tains of the night, 

And love restores the day 

Thy bounty every season crowns 
With all the bliss it yields, 

With joyful clusters bend the vines, 

With harvests wave the fields 

But chiefly Thy compassions, Lord, 

Are in the Gospel seen , 

There, like the Sun, Thy mercy shines 
Without a cloud between 

Thomas Gibbons 1784. 


XVII 

I sing th^ almighty power of God, 

That made the mountains rise, 

That spread the flowing ^eas abnad, 
And built the lofty skies 

X sing the wisd( 5 ln that ordain*4 
The sun to rule the day 
The moon shines full at His command# 
And all the stars obey 
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I sing the goodness of the Lord 
That filled the earth with food , 

He formed the creatures with His word, 
And then pronounced them good 

Lord, how Thy wonders are display’d, 
Where’er I turn my eye , 

If I survey the ground I tread, 

Or gaze upon the sky * 

There’s not a plant or flower below, 

But makes Thy glories known , 

And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 

By order from Thy throne 

Creatures, as numerous as they be, 

Are subject to Thy care , 

There’s not a place where we can flee 
But God IS present there 

In Heaven He shines with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath , 

’Tis on His earth I stand or move. 

And ’tis His air I breathe 

His hand is my perpetual guard 
He keeps me with His eye 
Why should I then forget the Lord, 

Whoj;s for ever nigh ^ 

Isaac Watts 1715 
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Ves, God IS good , m earth and sky, 

From ocean-depths and spreading wood, 

Ten thousand voices seem to cry, 

God made us ail, and God is good 

The sun that keeps his trackless way, 

And downward pours his golden Hood, 

Nighfs sparkling hosts, all seem to say 
In accents cleai, that God is good 

The merry birds pioloiig the strain, 

Their song with every spring renewed ; 

And balmy air, and falling ram, 

Each softly whisper, “ God is good ” 

I hear it in the rushing breeze , 

The hills that have for ages stood, 

The echoing sky and roaring seas, 

All swell the chorus, God is good 

Yes, God IS good, all Nature says, 

By God’s own hand with speech endued *, 

And man, in louder notes of praise, 

Should sing for joy that God is good. 

For all Thy gifts we bless Thee, Lord , 

But chiefly for our heavenly food, 

Thy pardoning grace, Thylijuick’niJig word ; 
Tliese prompt our song, that GodTis good 
John Hampden Gurney 1838 — 1851 
Varied from Eliza Lee Cabot 1826 
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XIX 

Nil laudzbus nostris eges. 

Our praise Thou need’s! not , but Thy love, 
Our Father and our Friend, 

Would have our prayers thus soar above, 

In blessings to descend 

Thy secret judgments’ depths profound 
Still sings the silent night , 

The day upon his golden round 
Thy pity infi#ite 

The soul lost in astonishment 
Would speechless wonder fill , 

But, m the ravish’d bosom pent, 

Love cannot all be still 

Feeble and faint, she fain would tell 
Of our great Father’s love, 

Tempering the ills that with us dwell, 

And pledging good above 

Thither would our best thoughts aspire, 

But chains on us abide , 

O quicken Thou our faint desiie, 

And to Thy presence guide ♦ 

Isaac Wtllzants 1 839; 


XX 

Let all ^e world m evtry corner sing 
My God and King ’ 

The heavens are not too high ; 

HiS praise may thither fly * 
c 2 
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The earth is not too low , 

His praises there may grow 

Let all the world in every corner smg 
My God and King ^ 

The Church with psalms must shout ; 

No door can keep them out 
But, above ail, the heart 
Must bear the longest part 

Let all the world in every corner sing 
My God and King ^ 

Gtorge Herheri 1632 


XXI 

Psalm CIV 

*0 worship the King, 

All glonous above , 

0 gratefully smg 
His power and His love , 
Our Shield and Defender, 
The Ajicient of days, 
Pavilioned in splendour. 

And girded with praise 

0 tell of His might, 

0 sing of His grace, 
Whose robe is the fight, 
Whose canopy space , 

His chanefts of wrath ^ 
Deep thunder-clouds form, 
And dark is His path 
On the wings of the storm* 



God the Creator 2J 

The earth, with its store 
Of wonders untold, 

Almighty, Thy power 
Hath founded of old, 

Hath stablish’d it fast 
By a changeless deciee, 

And round it hath cast, 

Like a mantle, the sea. 

Thy bountiful care 
What tongue can recite ? 

It breatiies m the air, 

It shines in the hght , 

It streams from the hills, 

It descends to the plain, 

And sweetly distils 
In the dew and tlie ram 

Frail children of dust, 

And feeble as frail, 

In Thee do we trust, 

Nor find Thee to tail 
Thy mercies how tender ’ 

How firm to the end ^ 

Our Maker, Defender, 

Redeemer, and Friend ^ 

0 measureless Might ^ 

Ineifable Love * 

While aftgels delight 
To hymn Thee above. 

The humbler creation, 

^o’ feeble their lays. 

With true adoration 
Shall lisp to Thy praise 

Sir Robert Grant [1^33 ] 
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Sing to the Lord with cheerful t^osce, 

From realm to realm the notes shall sound , 

And Heaven’s exulting sons rejoice 
To bear the full Hosanna round* 

When, starting from the shades of night, 

At dread Jehovah’s high behest, 

The Sun arrayed his limbs in light, 

And Earth her virgin beauty drest, 

Thy praise transported Natuie sung 
In pealing chorus loud and far , 

The echoing vault with raptme tung, 

And shouted every morning stai* 

When, bending from His native sky, 

The Lord of Life in mercy came, 

And laid His bright effulgence by, 

To bear on earth a human name , 

The song, by cherub voices raised, 

Roll’d through the dark blue depths above ; 

And Israel’s shepherds heard amazed 
Ihe seraph notes of peace and love 

And shall not man the concert jom, 

For whom this bright cieation rose , 

For whom the fires of momiftg shme,# 

And eve’s still lamps, that woo repoSe ^ 

And shall not he the chorus swell, 

Whose form the Incarnate Godhead wore , 

Whose guilt, whose fears, whose tnumph tell 
How deep the wounds his Saviour bore ^ 
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Long as yon glittering arch shall bend, 

Long as yon orbs in glory roll, 

Long as the streams of life descend 
To cheer with hope the fainting soul, 

Thy praise shall fill each grateful voice, 

Shall hii the song of rapture sound 
And heaven’s exulting sons rejoice 
To bear the full Hosanna round 

yo/m Bawdier 1814* 


XXIIT 

Psalm CHI 

Praise, my soul, the King of heaven ; 

To His feet thy tribute bring , 
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like me His praise should sing ? 

Praise Him ' praise Him * 

Praise the everlasting King ’ 

Praise Him for His grace and favour, 

To our fathers in distress , 

Praise Him, still the same for ever, 

Slow to chide, and swift to bless , 
Praise Him ^ praise him ’ 

Glonous m His faithfulness < 

Father-like He tends and spares us 5 
Well our feeble fram%he knows , 

In His hSnds He gently bears us, 

Rescues us from all our foes 
Praise Him * praise him * 

Widely as His mercy flows ^ 
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Angels, help us to adore Him, 

Ye behold Him face to face , 

Sun and moon, bow down before Him, 
Dwellers all m time and space, 

Praise Him * piaise Him ^ 

Praise with us the God of grace ^ 

Henry FrmUts Lyte 1834, 


XXIV 

Psalm CLr 

Praise the Lord, His glories show, 

Saints within His courts below, 

Angels round His throne above, 

All that see and share His lo\e 
Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, 

Tell his wonders, smg his worth , 

Age to age, and shore to shore, 

Praise Him, praise Him, evermore ! 

Praise the Lord, His mercies trace , 

Praise His providence and grace, 

All that He for man hath done, 

All He sends us thiough His Son 
Strings and voices, hands and hearts, 

In the concert bear your parts , 

All that breathe, your Lord adore, 

Praise Him, praise Him^ evermO;;e * 

Henry Franct$%yte 1834* 
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XXV 

Psalm CXLVIIL 

Praise the Lord of Heaven, praise Him in the 
height, 

Praise Him, all ye angels, praise Him, stars and 
light , 

Praise Him, skies, and waters, which above the skies, 
When His word commanded, Established did arise 

Praise the Lord, ye ft^untains of the deeps and seas, 
Rocks and hills and mountains, cedars and all trees , 
Praise*Him, clouds and vapours, snow, and hail, and 
fire, 

Stormy wind, fulfilling only His desire 

Praise Him, fowls and cattle, pimces and all kings, 
Praise Him, men and maidens, all created things , 
For the Name of God is excellent alone , 

Over earth His footstool, over heaven His throne 
Thomas Bagnall Baker 1844 


XXVI 

Hark, my soul, how every thing 
Strives to serve our bounteous King , 
Ea(Jfi a double tribute pays, 

Sings its part, and then obeys 

Nature^s chief and sweetest quire 
Him with cheerful notes admire , 
Chanting every day their lauds, 
While the grove their song applauds 



26 


The Book of Praise 

Though their voices lowei be, 

Streams have too their melody , 

Night and day they warbling run, 

Never pause, but still sing on 

All the flowers that gild the spring 
Hither their still music bring , 

If Heaven bless them, thankful they 
Smell more sweet, and look more gay. 


Only we can scarce afford 
This short office to our Jkoid , 

We, on whom His bounty flows, 
All things gives, and nothing owes 


Wake, for shame, my sluggish heart, 
Wake, and gladly sing thy part , 

Leain of birds, and springs, and floweis, 




Call whole nature to thy aid, 

Since ’twas He whole nature made , 
Join m one eternal song, 

Who to one God all belong 


Live for ever, glorious Lord ' 

Live, by all Thy works ador’d » 

One in Three, and Three in One, 
Thrice we bow to Thee«lone ’ 

John AVstitt 


i66a 
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xxvn 

Come, O come ^ m pious lays 
Sound we God Almighty’s praise , 
Hither bring, in one consent, 

Heart, and voice, and instrument 
Music add of every kind, 

Sound the trump, the comet wind, 
Stnkc the viol, touch the lute. 

Let not tongue nor stung be mute , 
Nor a creatuie dumb be found 
That hath either \ 01 ce 01 sound 

Let those things which do not live 
In still music praises give , 

Lowly pipe, ye orms that ci eep 
On the earth 01 in the deep 
Loud aloft your voices strain. 

Beasts and monsteis of the mam , 
Birds, yoiu warbling treble sing , 
Clouds, your peals of thunder ring , 
Sun and moon, exalted higher, 

And bright stars, augment the choir 

Come, ye sons of human race, 

In this chorus take your place, 

And amid the moital throng 
Be«you masers of the song 
Angels and supernal powers, 

Be the noblest tenoi ^^ouis 
Let, m praise of God, the sound 
Run a never-ending round, 

That oui song of praise may be 
Everlasting, as is He 
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From earth's vast and hollow womb, 

Music’s deepest base may come , 

Seas and floods, from shore to shore, 

Shall their counter-tenors loai 
To this conceit, when we sing, 

Whistling winds }our descants bi mg , 

That our song may o\cr-chmb 
All the bounds of place and time, 

And ascend, from spheic to sphere, 

To the great Almighty’s car 

So from Heaven on eari^i He shall 
Let His gracious blessings fall , 

And this huge wide orb we see 
Shall one choir, one temple be , 

Where m such a praiseful tone 
We will sing what He hath done, 

That the cursed fiends below 
Shall thereat impatient grow 
Then, O come, in pious lays 
Sound we God Almighty’s praise ’ 

Geofge WiihoTn 1641* 


xxvni 

To God, ye choir above, begin 
A hymn so loud and strong, 

That all the universe may hear 
And join the grateful song 

Praise Him, thou sun, Who dwells unseen 
Amidst transcendent light, 

Where thy refulgent orb would seem 
A spot, as dark as night 



God the Creator 

Thou silver moon, ye host of stars, 
The universal song 
Through the serene and silent night 
To listening woilds prolong 


Sing Him, ye distant worlds and suns, 
From whence no travelling ray 
Hath yet to us, through ages past, 

Had time to make its way 

Assist, ye raging storms, and bear 
On rapid wings His praise. 

From north to south, from east to west, 
Through heaven, and earth, and seas 

Exert your voice, ye furious fires 
That rend the watery cloud, 

And thunder to this nether world 
Your Maker’s words aloud 

Ye works of God, that dwell unknown 
Beneath the rolling mam , 

Ye birds, that sing among the groves. 
And sweep the azure plain , 

Ye stately hills, that rear your heads, 
And tow’-ering pierce the sky , 

Ye clouijs, that with an awful pace 
Maj^tic roll Sn high , 


Ye insectSg^small, to whicS one leaf 
Within Its natrow sides 
A vast extended world displays, 
And spacious realms provides , 


29 
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Ye race, still less than these, with which 
The stagnant water teems, 

To which one drop, howe\cr small, 

A boundless ocean seems , 

Whate’er ye are, wherever ye dwell, 

Ye creatures great or small, 

Adore the wisdom, praise the power, 

That made and governs ail 

And if ye want or sense or sounds, 

To swell the grateful noise, 

Prompt mankind wiih that^'sense, and they 
Shii find for you a voice 

From all the boundless realms of space 
Let loud Hosannas sound , 

Loud send, ye wondrous works of God, 

The grateful concert round 

Philip SkelUn 1784- 


xxtx 

The strain upraise of joy and praise, 

Alleluia ♦ 

To the glory of their Kmg 
Shall the ransomed people smg, 

e Alleluia! 

And the choirs that dwell on hig^ 

Shall re-echo through the sky, 

Alleluia* 

They through the fields of Paradise who roam, 

The blessed ones, repeat through that bright home, 

Allelma! 
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The planets glittering on their heavenly way, 

The shining constellations, join and say, 

Alleluia* 

Ye clouds that onward sweep, 

Ye winds on pinions light, 

Ye thunders, echoing loud and deep, 

Ye lightnings, wildly bright, 

In sweet consent unite your Alleluia * 

Ye floods and ocean billows, 

Ye storms and winter snow, 

Ye days of cloudless beauty, 

Hoar frost and summer glow , 

Ye groves tha? wave in spnng, 

And glonous forests, sing 

Alleluia* 

First let the birds, with painted plumage gay, 

Exalt their great Creator’s praise, and say 

Alleluia! 

Then let the beasts of earth, with varying strain, 
Join m creation’s hymn, and cry again, 

AHeluia’ 

Here let the mountains thunder forth sonorous, 

Alleluia* 

There let the valleys sing in gentler chorus, 

Alleluia* 

Thou jubilant abyss of ocean, cry 

Alleluia* 

Ye tracts of earth and continents, leply 

Alleluia* 

To G^d, Whotall creation made, 

The frequent hymn be duly paid , 

Alleluia* 

This IS the strain, the eternal strain, the Lord 
Almighty loves , 


Alleluia* 
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This IS the song, the heavenly song, that Chnst 
Himseif appro\ cs , 

Alleluia’ 

Wherefore we smg, both heart and voice awaking, 

Alleluia’ 

And children’s voices echo, answei making, 

Aiieluxal 

Now from all men be outpoured 
Alleluia to the Lord , 

With Alleluia evermore 
The Son and Spirit we adore 
Praise be done to the Three m One, 

Alleluia ’ Alleluia ’ Alleluia ’ Alleluia ’ 

yo/m Mason Neale 1851 


CHRIST INCARNATE 

in 

“ And %n one Lord Jesus Christy ihc only begotten Son 
of Godf begotten of His Father befon all worlds, God 
of God, Light of Light, Very God of Very God, 
Begotten, not made, being of out, Substance with the 
Father, by Whom all things were made 
Who for ns men, and for our salvation, came down 
from Heaven, and was Incarnate by the Holy GhOsi 
of the Virgin Mary, and was made tmnl^ 

XXX 

" Jam destnani sUsptna'^ 

Away with sorrow’s sigh, 

Our prayers are heard 'On h^h , 

And through Heaven’s crystal door 
On this Our earthly floor 

Comes meek-eyed Peace to walk with poor mortality. 
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In dead of night profound, 

There breaks a seraph sound 
Of never-ending morn , 

The Lord of glory born 
Withm a holy grot on this our sullen giound 

Now with that shepheid crowd 
If It might be allowed, 

We fain would enter there 
With awful hastening fear, 

And kiss that cradle chaste m reverend worship 
bowed 

O sight of strange surpiise 
That fills our gazing eyes 
A manger coldly strew’d, 

And swaddling bands so rude, 

A leaning mother poor, and child that helpless lies 

Art Thou, O wondious sight, 

Of lights the very Light , 

Who boldest m Thy hand 
The sky and sea and land , 

Who than the glonoiis heavens art more exceeding 
bright ^ 

Tis so , faith darts befoie, 

And, thiough the cloud drawn o’er, 

She sees the God of all, 

Where angels prostrate fall, 

Adoring twSnble stAl, and trembling still adore 

•- 

No thunders round^Thee break , 

Yet Aoth Thy silence speak 
From that, Thy Teacher’s seat, 

To us around Thy feet. 

To shun what flesh desires, what flesh abhors to seek. 
D 
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Within us. Babe dnine, 

Be born, and make us Thmc , 

Within our souls re\ cal 
Thy love and po’wer to heal , 

Be bom, and make our hearts Thy cradle and Thy 
shrme 


Wiihams 1839 


xxxr. 

What sudden blaze of song. 

Spreads o*er the expanse of Heaven ? 

In waves of light it thrills along, 

Th’ angelic signal given 
Glory to God * from yonder central fire 
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry quire» 

Like circles widening round 
Upon a clear blue river, 

Orb after orb, the wondrous sound 
Is echoed on for cver*^ 

" Glory to God on high, on earth be peace, 

And love towards men of love, salvation and 
release ^ 

Yet stay, before thou dare 
To join that festal throng ; 

Listen, and mark what gentle air 
First stirred the tide of song 
'Tis not, “the SaaoQur born m David’s home, 

To whom for powered health obedient worlds 
should come” 

’Tis not, “the Christ thesJLord 
With fixed adonng look 
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The quire of angels caught the word, 

Nor yet their silence broke 
But when they heard the sign, where Christ 
should be, 

In sudden light they shone, and heavenly harmony 

Wrapped m His swaddling bands, 

And in His manger laid, 

The Hope and Glory of all lands 
Is come to the world’s aid 
No peaceful home upon His cradle smil’d , 

Guests rudely wentiand came, where slept the royal 
Child 

But where Thou duellest, Lord, 

No other thought should be, 

Once duly welcomed and adoi'^d 
How should I pait with Thee ^ 

Bethlehem must lose Thee soon , but Thou wilt 
grace 

The single heart to be Thy suie abiding place 

Thee, on the bosom laid 
Of a pure virgin mind, 

In quiet ever and in shade 
Shepherd and sage may find , 

They, who have bowed untaught to Nature’s 
sway, 

And they, who follc^ Truth along her star-paved 
way 

The pastoral spirits first 
Approach Thee, Babe divine , 

For they in lowly thoughts are nurst, 

Meet for Thy lowly shrine 
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Sooner than they should miss where Thou dost 
dttell, 

Angels fiom Hea\en will stoop to guide thorn to 
Thy cell 

Still, as the day conies round 
For Thee to be reveard, 

By wakeful shepherds Thou art found 
Abiding m the field 

All though the wintry heaven and chill night air 
In music and m light Thou dawnest on their prayer 

O faint not ye for fear ^ 

What though your wandering sheep, 
Reckless of what they see and hear 
Lie lost in wilful sleep ^ 

High Heaven, in mercy to your sad annoy, 

Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy 

Think on the eternal home 
The Saviour left for you , 

Think on the Lord most Holy, come 
To dwell with heaits untrue 
So shall ye tread untired His pastoral ways, 

And in the darkness sing your carol of high praise 

fohn KeUe 


’Tis come, the time so oft foretold, 

The time eternal love forecaijf , 

Four thousand years of hope have rolled, 
And God hath sent His Son at last , 
Let heaven, let earth, adore the plan , 
Glory to God, and grace to man I 
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To swains that watch’d their nightly fold, 

Of lowly lot, of lowly mind, 

To these the tidings first were told, 

That told of hope for lost mankind , 

God gives His Son , no more He can , 

Glory to God, and grace to man * 

And well to shepherds first ’tis known, 

The Lord of angels comes from high, 

In humblest aspect like their own, 

Good Shepherd, for His sheep to die 
0 height and depth, which who shall span ^ 
Glory to God, and grace to man ^ 

Fam with those meek, those happy swains, 
Lord, I would hear that angel quire , 

Till, ravished by celestial strains, 

My heart icsponds with holy fire , 

(That holy fire Thy breath must fan ,) 

Glory to God, and grace to man < 

Thomas Gnnjldd 1836. 


XXXITI 

While shepherds watched their flocks by night 
All seated on the ground, 

The ang 4 of theJLord came down, 

And glory shone around 

Fear not,i said he , (for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mmd ,) 

Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind 



T/ie Book of Ptatse, 

«To >ouj m David's town, this day 
" Is bom of David’s hne 
<*The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 

"And this shall be the sign 

" The heavenly Babe you there shall find 
"To human view displa>ed, 

" All meanly wrapt m swathing bands, 

"And m a manger laid” 

Thus spake the Seraph , and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng ^ 

Of angels, praising God, and thus 
Address’d their joyful song 

" All glory be to God on high, 

" And to the earth be peace , 

" Good will henceforth from Heaven to men 
" Begin, and never cease ^ ” 

Nahum TaU 1698 


XXXIV 

Hark f how all the welkin rings 
Glory to the King of kings * 

Peace on eaith, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled ’ 

Joyful, all ye nations, nse, 

Join the triumph of the skies , 
Universal nature say, ^ 

Christ the Lord is bom to-day ’ 

Christ, by highest Heaven addtea; 
Chnst, the Everlasting Lord , 

Late m time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a Virgin’s womb 
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Veiled m flesh the Godhead see , 

Hail, th’ Incarnate Deity, 

Pleased as man with men to appear, 

Jesus, our Immanuel here ♦ 

Hail ’ the heavenly Pnnce of Peace ’ 

Hail ^ the Sun of Righteousness » 

Light and life to all He brings, 

Risen with healing in His wings 
Mild He lays His glory by, 

Born that man no more may die, 

Born to r^se the sons of earth, 

Born to give them second birth 

Come, Desire of nations, come. 

Fix in us Thy humble home * 

Rise, the WomaiVs conquering Seed, 
Bruise in us the Serpent’s head ’ 

Now display Thy saving powei, 

Ruined nature now restore, 

Now in mystic union join 
Thine to ours, and ours to Thine ^ 

Adam’s likeness, Lord, efface , 

Stamp Thy image in its place. 

Second Adam from above, 

Reinstate us m Thy love * 

Let us Thee, though lost, regain, 

T^ee, the Life, the Heavenly Man 
P » to all^hyself impart, 

Formed m each believing heart » 

Charles Wesley 1739 
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\\ e'il b)ng, in spite of scoi n 
Our theme is come fiom Hea\en 
1 o us a Child is bin n, 

To us a Son is given , 

The sweetest news that c\ei came 

\\ 1 11 sing, though dll the world should blame 

1 he long-expected moi n 
Has daw n’d upon the earth , 

The Saviour Christ is born. 

And angels sing His bfxth 
\\ ell join the biight seraphic throng, 

Well share their jo>s, and swell their song 

C) * lib a lofty theme, 

Supplied by angels* tongues ’ 

All other objects seem 
Unworthy of our songs 
This sacred theme has boundless charms, 

It hlls, It captivates, it warms 

Now sing of peace divmc, 

Of grace to guilty man , 

No wisdom, Lord, but Thine 
Could form the wondrous plan , 

Where peace and righteousness embrace, 

And justice goes along with grace 

Gi\e praise to God on hi^h, 

With angels round His throne , 

Give praise to God with joy, 

Give praise to God alone * 

’Tis meet His saints their songs should raise, 
And give the Saviour endless praise 

Thom a \ Kt Hy 1 8o<3 — 1 836 
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xxxvr 

The scene around me disappears, 

And, borne to ancient regions, 

While time recalls the flight of years, 

I see angelic legions 
Descending in an orb of light 
Amidst the dark and silent night 
I hear celestial voices 

Tidings, gla^ tidings from above 
To every age and nation * 

Tidings, glad tidings ’ God is Love, 

To man He sends salvation ’ 

His Son beloved, His only Son, 

The work of mercy hath begun , 

Give to His Name the glory ’ 

Through David’s city I am led , 

Here all around are sleeping , 

A Light directs to yon poor shed , 

There lonely watch is keeping 
I enter , ah » what glories shine * 

Is this Immanuel’s earthly shnne, 

Messiah’s infant Temple 

It is, it is , and I adore 
Tlsis Strai^ger meek and lowly, 

As fjamts and angels bow before 
The throne of God thrice Holy ^ 

Faith toough the veil of flesh can see 
The Face of Thy Divinity, 

My Lord, my God, my Saviour ^ 

Ja 7 nes Montgo^nery 1825 
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Though rude winds usher thee, sweet day, 
Though clouds thy face deform, 

Though nature’s grace is swept away 
Before thy sleety storm , 

Ev’n m thy sombrest wintry vest, 

Of blessed days thou art most blest 

Nor frigid air nor gloomy morn 
Shall check our jubilee , 

Bright IS the day when Girist was born, 
No sun need shine but lie , 

Let roughest stonns their coldest blow, 

With lo\e of Him our hearts shall glow 

Inspired with high and holy thought, 
Fancy is on the wing , 

It seems as to mine ear it brought 
Those voices carolling, 

Voices through heaven and earth that ran, 
Glory to God, good will to man 

I see the shepherds gazing wild 
At those fair spints of light , 

I see them bending o’er the Child '' 

With that untold delight 
Which marks the face of those who view 
Things but too happy to be true 

% 

There, in the lowly manger laid, 

Incarnate God they see , 

He stoops to take^ through spotless maid, 
Our frail humanity 
Son of high God, creation’s Heir, 

He leaves His Heaven to raise us there 
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Through Him, Lord, we are born anew, 

Thy children once again , 

Oh ’ day by day our hearts renew, 

That Thine we may remain, 

And, angel-like, may all agree, 

One sweet and holy family 

Oft, as this joyous morn doth come 
To speak our Saviour’s love, 

Oh, may it bear our spirits home, 

Where He now reigns above , 

That day which bought Him from the skies, 
And man restores to Paradise ^ 

THbn let winds usher thee, sweet day, 

Let clouds thy face deform , 

Though nature’s grace is swept away 
Before thy sleety storm , 

Ev*n in thy sombiest wintry vest 
Of blessed days thou art most blest 

Samuel Rickards 1825 


XXXVIII 

It came upon the midnight clear, 

That glorious song of old, 

From angels bending near the earth 
To touch their harps of gold 
“ Peace^«in the ezi^th, goodwill to men 
From Heaven’s all-gracious King ” 
The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear^he angels sm^ 

Still through the cloven skies they come 
With peaceful wings unfurl’d , 
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And still their heavenly music floats 
O'er all the weary world . 

Above Its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on hovering wing, 

And ever o'er its Babel sounds 
The blessed angels sing 

But with the woes of $m and strife 
The world has suffered long , 

Beneath the angel-stram have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong , 

And man, at war wuth mafi, hears not 
The love-song which they bring 
Oh ^ hush the noise, >e men of strife, # 

And hear the angels sing ^ 

And ye, beneath life’s crushing load 
Whose forms are bending low, 

Who toil along the climbing w^ay 
With painful steps and slow , 

Look now ^ for glad and golden hours 
Come swiftly on the wmg 
Oh * rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing ’ 

For lo » the days are hastening on, 

By prophet-bards foretold, 

When with the ever-circhng years 
Comes round the age oi gold , ^0, 

When Peace shall over all the earth 
Its ancient sp^ndours fling, 

And the whole world send bacKT the song 
Which now the angels smg 

Edmund Hamilton Sears [1850] 
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XXXIX 

The race that long m darkness pined 
Have seen a glorious Light , 

The people dwell in Day, who dwelt 
In Death’s surrounding night 

To hail Thy rise, Thou better Sun, 

The gathering nations come, 

Joyous as when the reapers bear 
The harvest-treasures home 

For Thou our burden hast removed, 

.\iid quell’d th’ oppressor’s sway, 

Quick as the slaughtered squadrons fell 
In Midian’s evil day 

To us a Child of Hope is bom, 

To us a Son is given , 

Him shall the tribes of earth obey, 

Him all the hosts of heaven 

His Name shall be the Pnnce of Peace, 

For evermore adored, 

The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 

The great and mighty Lord 

His power increasing still shall spread, 
Hi%#feigii no^end shall know 
Justice shall guard His throne above, 

And Peace abound below 

‘^JoJinMomson 1781 
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Bright %\as the guiding star that led 
With mild benignant ray 
The Gentiles to the lowl> shed, 

Where the Redeemer lay 

But lo ^ a brighter, clearer light 
Now points to His abode , 

It shines through sin and sorrow’s night, 

To guide us to our God 

O haste to follow where it ?eads , 

The gracious call obey , 

Be rugged wilds, or flowery meads, 

The Christian’s destined wa) 

O gladly tread the narrow path 
While light and grace are given < 

Who meekly follow Christ on earth, 

Shall icign with Hun m heaven 

Han tett A uher 1 829 


XLI 

As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold , 

As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bnght , 
So, most gracious God, may 
Evermore be led to Thee 

As with joyful steps they sp«d 
To that lowly manger-bed , 

There to bend the knee before 
Him whom heaven and earth adore 
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So naay we with willing feet 
Ever seek Thy mercy-seat 

As they offered gifts most rare 
At that manger rude and bare , 

So may we with holy joy, 

Pure, and free from sin’s alloy, 

All our costliest treasures bring, 

Christ, to Thee, our heavenly King 

Holy Jesus ’ every day 
Keep us ir^the narrow way , 

And, when earthly things are past, 

Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide, 

Where no clouds Thy glory hide 

In the heavenly countiy bright 
Need they no created light , 

Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown, 

Thou Its Sun, which goes not down 
There for ever may we smg 
Alleluias to our King 

Wtlham Ckatiertcn Dtx i860 

Xbll 

Hark, the glad sound ’ the Saviour comes, 
The Saviour promised long , 

Let^every he^t prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song ^ 

He coijaes, the prisoners to release 
In Satan’s bondage held , 

The gates of brass before Him burst, 

The iron fetters yield 
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He comes, from thickest films of vice 
To clear the mental ray, 

And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To pour celestial day 

He comes, the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure, 

And with the treasures of His grace 
To enrich the humble pooi 

Our glad Hosannas, Pnnce of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim, 

And hea\en^s eternal arches img 
With thy beloved name 

Philip Dodd} 2 dgv 17 

XLTIT 

Lo ’ He comes ^ let all adore Him ’ 

’Tis the God of giace and truth * 

Go ^ prepare the way befoie Him, 

Make the rugged places smooth * 

Lo * He comes, the mighty Lord ^ 

Great His work, and His reward 

Let the valleys all be raisM , 

Go, and make the crooked straight , 

Let the mountains be abased , 

Let all nature change its state , 
Through the desert mark a load^ 

Make a highway for our God - 

Through the aesert God is gf mg, 
Through the desert waste and wild, 
Where no goodly plant is growing, 

Where no verdure ever smiled , 
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But tbe desert shall be glad, 

And with verdure soon be clad 

Where the thorn and briar flourish’d, 

Trees shall there be seen to grow, 

Hanted by the Lord and nourish’d, 

Stately, fair, and fruitful too , 

They shall rise on every side, 

They shall spread then branches wide. 

From the hills and lofty mountains 
Rivers shall be seen to flow, 

There the Lord will open fountains, 

Thence supply the plains below , 

•\s He passes, every land 
Shall confess His powerful hand 

Thomas Kelly 1809. 


XLIV 

Psalm XCVIII 

Joy to the world, the Lord is come * 

Let earth recei\e her King , 

Let every heart prepare Him room, 

And heaven and nature sing 

Joy to the earth f the Saviour reigns , 

Let men their songs emplo> , 

While fi^ds and ^oods, rocks, hills, and plains 
Repeat the sounding joy 

No more 1 ^ sms and sorrows grow. 

Nor thorns infest the ground 
He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found 
E 
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He rules the world with tiuth and giace. 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness. 

And wonders of His lo\e 

ham IVaih 1709 


XLV 

Thus saith God of His Anointed , 

He shall let My people go , 

’Tis the work for Him appointed, 

’Tis the work that He ^hall do , 

And My city 

He shall found, and build it too 

He whom man with scorn refuses, 

Whom the fat oured nation hates, 

He it IS Jehovah chooses, 

Him the highest place awaits , 

Kings and princes 
Shall do homage at His gates 

He shall humble all the scorners, 

He shall fill His foes wuth shame , 

He shall raise and comfort mourners 
By the sweetness of His Name , 

To the captives 
He shaE liberty proclaim. 

He shall gather those that wandelM , 

When they hear the trumpet’s sound, 

They shall join^fthe sacred standard, 

They shall come and flock around , 

He shall save them. 

They shall be with glory cro Wd 

Thomas Kelly 1809* 
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O for a thousand tongues to sing 
My dear Redeemer’s praise, 

The glories of my God and King, 

The triumphs of His grace » 

My gracious Master and my God, 

Assist me to proclaim, 

To spread, through all the earth abroad, 
The honoui^ of Thy Name 

/esus, the Name that charms our fears, 

• That bids our sorrows cease , 

Tis music m the sinner’s ears, 

’Tis life, and health, and peace ’ 

He speaks, and, listening to His voice, 
New life the dead receive , 

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice, 

The humble poor believe. 

Hear Him, ye deaf, His praise, ye dumb, 
Your loosened tongues employ , 

Ye blind, behold your Saviour come. 

And leap, ye lame, for joy » 

Charles JVesley 1743 


XLVII 

How sweSt the Name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear • 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. 
And drives away his fear* 
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It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

And calms the tioubled bieast , 

’Tis manna to the hungry soul, 

And to the weary rest 

Dear Name* the lock on which I build, 

My shield and hiding-place, 

My ne\er-failing treasury, fill’d 
With boundless stores of grace, 

By Thee my piayers acceptance gain, 
Although with sin defiled , 

Satan accuses me m vain, 

And I am owned a child 

Jesus, my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 

My Prophet, Priest, and King, 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring 

Weak IS the effort of my heart, 

And cold my wannest thought , 

But, when I sec Thee as Thou art, 
ru praise Thee as I ought 

Till then, I would Thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath ; 

And may the music of Thy Name 
Refresh my soul in dealii * 

John fkwion 1779 
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IV 

And was Ouctfied for ns undei PonUns Pilate, lie 
suffered^ and was huiied ” 

XLVIII 

When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 

My richest gam I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast 
Save in the death of Christ, my God , 

All the vain things that charm me most 
I sacrifice them to His blood 

See fiom His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down > 

Did e’er such love and soirow meet. 

Or thorns compose so rich a crown ^ 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

That were a present far too small , 

Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my all 

Isaac Watts, 1709* 


XLIX 

We sing the praise of ?Iim Who died, 
Of Him Who died upon the cross , 
The sinnePs hope let men deride 
For this we count the world but loss 
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Inscribed upon the cross \\c sec 
In shining Icttcis, God is Lo\e ; 

He bears our sms upon the tree, 

He brings us merc> fiom above 

The Cross » it takes oui guilt away , 

It holds the fainting spii it up , 

It cheeis with hope the gloomy day, 

And s\vcetens c\ery bittei cup, 

It makes the coward spirit bia%c, , 

And nerves the feeble arm for hght , 

It takes Its tenor from tlfe giave, 

And gilds the bed of death \\ ith hght , 

The balm of life, the cure of uoe, 

The measure and the pledge of love, 

The sinner’s refuge here below, 

The angels’ theme m heaven above 

Thomm Keiiy iSi5 


I 

Lord jesu, when we stand afai 
And gaze upon Thy Holy Cioss, 

In love of Thee and scoin of self, 

Oh ^ may we count the world as loss. 

When we behold Thy bleeding wounds, 
And the rough way that Thou hast trod, 
Make us to hate the load of sm 
That lay so heavy on our God 

Oh holy Lord ^ u^Sifted high 
With outstretched arms, in mortal woe, 
Embracing in Thy wondrous love 
The sinful world that lies below. 
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Give us an ever living faith 
To gaze beyond the things we see ; 

And in the mystery of Thy Death 
Draw us and all men unto Thee ’ 

JVtlham Walshani How [1854^ 


LI 

Beneath Thy cioss I lay me down, 

And mourn to^see Thy bloody crown , 

Love drops in blood from every vein , 
tove IS the spring of all His pain 

Here, Jesus, I shall evei stay. 

And spend my longing hours away, 

Think on Thy bleeding wounds and pain. 

And contemplate Thy woes again 

The rage of Satan and of sin, 

Of foes without, and fears within, 

Shall ne^er my conquenng soul remove 
Or from Thy cross, oi from Thy love 

Secured from harms beneath Thy shade, 

Here death and hell shall ne’er invade , 

Nor Smai, with its thundering noise, 

Shall^S’er disturb my happier joys 

O unmolested happy rest * 

Where inward fears areiall supprest , 

Here I shall love, and live secure, 

And patiently my cross endure 

WtUimn W%U%<ms 1772, 
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XXI 

Plunged m a gulf of daik despair 
We wretched sinneis lay. 

Without one cheeiful beam of hope, 

Or spark of glimmering day 

With pitying eyes the Prince of Giace 
Beheld oui helpless giief 
He saw, and oh ’ amazing love ^ 

He ran to our relief 

Down from the shining seSts above 
With joyful haste He fled , 

Entered the grave in mortal flesh, 

And dwelt among the dead 

Oh^ for this love, let locks and hills 
Their lasting silence break, 

And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviours praises speak ’ 

Angels, assist our mighty joys ; 

Stnke all your harps of gold ^ 

But, when you laisc youi highest notes, 

His love can ne’er be told 

Pme Watu 1709, 


mi 

Psalm Vllh 

O Lord, how go 5 d, how great a>it Thou, 
In heaven and earth the same » 

There angels at Thy footstool bow, 
Here babes Thy grace proclaim 
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When glorious m the nightly shy 
Thy moon and stars I see, 

O, what IS man ^ I wondering cry, 

To be so loved by Thee ’ 

To him Thou hourly deign’st to give 
New mercies from on high , 

Didst quit Thy Throne with him to live, 

For him m pam to die 

Close to Thine own bright seraphim 
His favoured^ath is trod , 

And all beside are serving him, 

That he may serve his God 

O Lord, how good, how gieat art Thou, 

In heaven and earth the same ’ 

There angels at Thy footstool bow, 

Heie babes Thy grace pioclaim 

Henry Francis Lyte 1834. 

LIV 

Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 

The gladly solemn sound , 

Let all the nations know, 

To earth’s remotest bound , 

The year of Jubilee is come , 

Beturn, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

J^us, our great High Pnest, 

Hath full atonement made , 

Ye w^ary spirits, redt , 

Ye mournful souls, be glad * 

The year of Jubilee is come $ 

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, 
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Extol the Lamb of God, 

The all-atoning Lamb , 

Redemption in His blood 

Throughout the world proclaim 
The year of Jubilee is come , 

Return, ye ransomed sinners home* 

Ye slaves of sm and hell, 

Youi liberty leceive , 

And safe in Jesus dwell, 

And blest in Jesus live 
The >ear of Jubilee is cpme , 

Return, ye ransomed sinneis, home. 

Ye, who have sold foi nought 
Your heiitage above, 

Shall have it back unbought, 

The gift of Jesus’ love , 

The year of Jubilee is come , 

Return, ye ransomed smncis, home, 

The Gospel Trumpet hear, 

The news of heavenly grace , 

And, saved from earth, appeal 
Before your Saviour^s face 
The year of Jubilee is come , 

Return, ye ransomed sinneis, home 

Charles Wesley 1751 


LV 

Now let us jom^ith hearts an<j. tongues, 
And emulate the angels’^sohgs , 

Yea, sinners may address their King 
In songs that angels cannot smg, 
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They praise the Laiiib who once was slain , 

But we can add a higher strain , 

Not only say, He suffered thus. 

But that He suffered all for us 

Jesus, who pass’d the angels by, 

Assumed our flesh to bleed and die , 

And still He makes it His abode , 

As man He fills the throne of GocL 

Oui next of km, our Brother now, 

Is He to whom the angels bow , 

They join withtis to praise His Name, 

But we the nearest mteiest claim 

• 

But ah ’ how faint our praises rise * 

Sure ’tis the wonder of the skies, 

That we, who share His richest love, 

So cold and unconcern’d should prove 

O glorious hour ♦ it comes with speed, 

When we, fiom sin and darkness freed, 

Shall see the God who died for man, 

And praise Him moie than angels can 

JohnNewt 07 i* 1779 . 


LVI 

O Saviour, may we never rest 
Till Thou art form’d within , 

Till T!^u hast calm’d our troubled breast, 
Andicrush’d the power of sin 

O may w^gaze upon Thf cross, 

Until the wondrous sight 
Makes earthly treasures seeriTbut dross, 
Apd earthly sorrows' light 
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Until, released from carnal ties, 

Our spint upward springs, 

And sees true peace above the skies, 

True joy in heavenly things 

Theie as we gaze, may we become 
United, Lord, to Thee , 

And m a fairer, happier home, 

Thy perfect beauty see 

William Hiley Bathmst 1831 


Lvn* 

Saviour, I lift my tiemblmg eyes 
To that bright seat, where, placed on high, 

The great, the atoning Sacrifice, 

For me, for all, is ever nigh 

Be Thou my guard on penl’s bunk , 

Be Thou my guide through weal or woe , 

And teach me of Thy cup to drink, 

And make me m Thy path to go 

For what is earthly change or loss ? 

Thy promises are still my own 
The feeblest frame may bear Thy cross, 

The lowliest spirit share Thy Throne 

Anon G. T” 1831. 
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V 

CHRIST RISEN 


^And the third day He rose again ^ accord-ng to the 
Scriptures ” 

LVIII 

Again the Lor<>of Life and Light 
Awakes the kindling ray, 

IJjiseals the eyelids of the morn, 

And pours increasing day 

O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world m gloom ’ 

0 what a sun, which broke this day 
Tiiumphant from the tomb ^ 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung , 

Let gladness dwell in every heart, 

And praise on every tongue 

Ten thousand differing lips shall join 
To hail this welcome mom, 

Which scatters blessings from its wings 
To ijations yet unborn 

The pow^s of darkness Seagued m vaitt 
To bind His Soul in death , 

He shook their kingdom, when He fell, 

With His expiring breath 
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King of glor>, Soul of bliss ^ 

E\ erlasting life^ is this, 

Thee to know, Thv power to prove, 
Thus to sing, and thus to lo\c ’ 


Chat Us IVisUy, 1743 

LX 


Jesus Christ is risen to-day, 

Our tiiumphant holy da\, 

Who did once upon the cross 

Suffer to ledeem our loss , 

Hallelujah * 
Hallelujah ^ 
Hallelujah ^ 
Hallelujah ^ 

Hymns of praises let us sing 

Unto Christ our heavenl> King, 

Who endured the cross and grave, 
Sinners to redeem and save , 

Hallelujah ^ 
Hallelujah » 
Hallelujah * 
Hallelujah ^ 

But the pain that He endured, 

Our salvation has procured 

Now above the sky He’s king, 

Where the angels ever sing 

Hallelujah ♦ 
Hallelujah 1 
Hallelujah » 
Hallelujah ! 

Sing we to our God above 

Praise eternal as His love , 

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost , 

Hallelujah 1 
Hallelujah I 
Hallelujah 1 
Hallelujah ! 


Anon [1708] 

{Last stanza by Charles IVedey ) 


LXI 

Ad templa nos rursns vocals 

Now morning hits her dewy veil 
With new-born blessings ci own’d . 
Oh » haste we then her light to hail 
In courts of holy ground ^ 
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But Christ, tiiumphant o’er the grave, 
Shines more divinely bright 
Oh ’ sing we then His power to save, 

And walk we in His light » 

When from the swaddling bands of shade, 
Sprang foith the world so fair, 

In robes of brilliancy aiiayed, 

Oh, what a Power was there * 

When He, who gave His guiltless Son 
A guilty woitd to spare, 

Restored to life the Holy One, 

^ Oh, what a Love was there » 

When forth from its Creator’s hand 
The earth m beauty stood, 

All decked with light at His command. 

He saw, and called it good 

But still more lovely m His sight, 

The earth still fairer stood, 

When the Holy Lamb had wash’d it white 
In His atoning blood 

Still, as the morning rays return, 

To the pious soul ’tis given 
In fancy’s miirijr to discern 
The; radiant domes of Heaven 

But now^hat our eternaf Sun 
Hath shed His beams abroad, 

In Him we see the Holy One, 

And mount at once to God 
l 
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Oh, holy, blessed Thiee in One ’ 

May Thy pure light be guen, 

That we the paths of death may shun, 

And keep the road to Hea\en I 

John Chandler 1837 
Variation from Isaac Williams 1834 


LXII 

The Son of God > the Loid of Life * 

How wondrous are His ways ’ 

O for a harp of thousand stungs, 

To sound abroad his praise ’ 

How passing stiange, to leave the seat 
Of Heaven’s eternal tin one, 

And hosts of glittering Seiaphiin, 

For guilty man alone ’ 

And did He bow His sacred head. 

And die a death of shame ^ 

Lctinen and angels magnify 
And bless His holy name ' 

O let us live in peace and love, 

And cast away our piide, 

And ciucify oui sins afiesh 
As He was crucified ’ 

He rose again , then let us rise 
From sin, and Chi 1st adoie, 

And dwell m peace with all* mankind 
And tempt the Lord no more 
The Son of God » ^he Lord of Life ■ 

How wondrous are His ways * 

O for a harp of thousand strings 
To sound abroad His praise ’ 

George Mogf td^e [ i S5 1 J 
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LXIII 

Salvation ’ oh ’ the joyful sound ' 

’Tis pleasure to our ears ' 

A sovereign balm for every wound, 

A cordial for our fears ’ 

Buried in sorrow and in sin, 

At hell’s dark door we lay , 

But we arise, by grace Divine, 

To see a heavenly day 

Salvation ’ let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 

While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound * 

Isaac Watts 1709 


LXIV 

The foe behind, the deep before. 

Our hosts have dared and past the sea 
And Pharaoh’s warriors stiew the shore. 
And Israel’s ransom’d tribes are free 
Lift up, lift up your voices now * 

The whole wide world rejoices now ’ 

The Lord hath triumph’d gloriously ’ 
The Lord shall*reign victoriously ’ 
Happy morrow, 

Turning sorro'^ 

Into peace and mirth * 
Bondage ending, 

Love descending 
O’er the earth ’ 



68 


I he Book of Praise 


Seals as:»unng, 

Guards secuung, 

Watch His earthly puson 
Seals are shattered, 

Guards are scattered, 

Christ hath iiscn » 

No longci must the mourner^ weep, 

Nor call departed Chiistians dead , 

For death is hallowed into sleep 
And every grave becomes a bed 
Now once more, 

Eden’s door 

Open stands to mortal eyes , 

For Christ hath risen, and men shall rise 
Now at last, 

Old things past, 

Hope and joy and peace begin 
For Christ hath won, and man shall win 

It IS not exile, rest on high 
It IS not sadness, peace fiom stiife 
To fall asleep is not to die , 

To dwell with Christ is better life 
Where our banner leads us, 

We may safely go 
Wheie oui Chief precedes us, 

We may face the foe 
His right arm is o’er us, 

He will guide us tTuough 
Chnst hath gone before us * 

Christian® * follow you ^ 

John Mason Neale 1851 
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VI 

CHRIST ASCENDED 

And ascended into Heaven , and sitteth on the right 
hand of the Father ” 

LXV 

Thou art gone up on high 
To mansions in the skies, 

And round Thy throne unceasingly 
The songs of praise arise 
But we are lingering here 
With sin and care oppress’d , 

Lord ’ send Thy promised Comforter, 

And lead us to Thy rest ’ 

Thou art gone up on high 
But Thou didst fiist come down, 

Through earth’s most bitter agony 
To pass unto Thy crown 
And girt with griefs and fears 
Our onward course must be , 

But only let that path of tears 
Lead us, at last, to Thee ’ 

Thou art gone up on high 
But Thou shalt come again 
With ail th^ bright ones of the sky 
Attendant in Thy tram 
Oh ’ by Thy saving power 
So«nake us live and die, 

That we may stand, m that dread hour, 

At Thy right hand on hign ^ 

Emma Take 1851 
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Oh ^ by all the pams and woe 
Suffei’d once foi man below. 
Bending from Thy throne on high, 
Hear oiu solemn Litan> ^ 

By Thy helpless infant > ears, 

By Thy life of ant and tears, 

By Thy days of sore distress 
In the sa\age wilderness , 

By the dread mj stei lous hour 
Of the msuliing temptei's powder , 
Turn, oh ^ tuin a favoifnng eye, 
Hear our solemn Litany ^ 

Bv the sacred griefs that wept 
O’er the grave where Lazarus slept , 
By the boding tears that downed 
Over Salem’s lov’d abode , 

By the anguish’d sigh that told 
Treachery lurk’d within Thy fold , 
From Thy seat above the sky, 

Hear our solemn Litany ^ 

By Thme hour of dire despair , 

By Thine agony of prayer , 

By the cross, the nail, the thorn, 
Piercing spear, and tortuiing scorn , 
By the gloom that \ eil’d the skies 
O’er the dreadful sacrifice , 

Listen to oui humble rry, 

Hear our solemn Litany ^ 
r 

By Thy deep expiring groan‘“, 

By the sad sepulchral stone , 

By the vault, whose dark abode 
Held m vain the using God , 
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Oh < from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty re-ascended Lord, 

Listen, listen to the cry 
Of our solemn Litany ’ 

Sir Robert Grant 1815 

LXIX 

Saviour, who, exalted high 
In Thy Fathei^s majesty, 

Yet vouchsaf St Thyself to show 
To Thy faithful flock below , 

Foietaste of that blissful sight. 

When, arrayed in glonous light, 
Beaming with paternal grace, 

They shall see Thee face to face 
Saviour, though this earthly shroud 
Now my mortal vision cloud, 

Still Thy presence let me see, 

Manifest Thyself to me ’ 

Son of God, to Thee I cry 

By the holy mystery 

Of Thy dwelling here on earth, 

By thy pure and holy birth, 

Offspring of the Virgin’s womb , 

By the light, through midnight gloom 
Bursting on the shepherds’ gaze , 

By the angels’ song of praise 
By the leading of the star, 

The Eastern sages’ guide from far , 

By ^eir giftsf with worship meet 
Offered at thy infant feet 
Lord, 'fhy presence 1 ^ me see, 

Manifest Thyself to me > 

Man of sorrows, hear me cry ’ 

By Thy great humility , 
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By Thy Tncckl>-bo^ved head , 

By Thy gentle spn It, fled 

To the mansions of the dead , 

By the ^\o ind, whence issuing flow’d 
Water mingled with Ihy blood , 

By Thy breathless bod>, laid 
In the rock’s sepulchial shade, 
Wheie man nc’ei bcfoie icposed, 
Straightly watch’d, sccuich closed , 
Loid, Thy presence let me sec, 
Manifest Thvself to me ’ 


Lord of Gloiy, Godinost high, 

Man exalted to the sk> , 

God and man, to Thee I ci> » 

With Th> lo\ e m\ bosom fill, 
Prompt me to pci form Th> will , 
Grant me, what Thou bidd’st, to do , 
What Thou pioffcr’st to pm sue 
Soma> Pic, the Site abo\c, 

Guard me w^th i Patent’s Io\e ’ 

So may Pic, the Spirit blest, 
Whisper comfoit, hope, and icst ' 

So mayst Thou, my Saviour, come, 
Make this froward heart Thy home, 
And manifest Thyself to me 


In the Tnune Deity ’ 

Buhop Rtehit^d Mont 1828 


LXX^ 

Jesu ^ behold, the Wise fiom far, 

Led to Thy cr^le by a star, 

Bring gifts to Ihee, their GCd and King 
O gmde us by Thy light, that w e 
The way may find, and still to Thee 
Our hearts, our all, for tribute bring ^ 
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Jesu ^ the pure, the spotless Lamb, 

Who to the Temple humbly came, 

Duteous, the legal rites to pay ’ 

O make our proud, our stubboin will 
All Thy wise, gracious laws fulfil, 

Whate’er lebellious nature say ^ 

Jesu f who on the fatal wood 
Pour'dst out Thy life's last drop of blood, 
Nailed to the accursed shameful cross ^ 

O may we bless Thy love, and be 
Ready, dear Loi^, to bear for thee 
All shame, all grief, all pain, and loss * 

Je^ f who, by Thine own love slam, 

By Thine own Power took’st life again, 

And Conqueror from the grave didst nse ^ 

O may Thy death our souls revive, 

And ev’n on earth a new life give, 

A glorious life, that never dies ’ 

Jesu < who to Thy heaven again 
Return’dst m triumph, there to reign, 

Of men and angels soveieign king’ 

O may our parting souls take flight 
U p to that land of joy and light, 

And there for ever grateful sing ’ 

All glory to the sacied Three, 

One undivided D«ity ’ 

All honour, power, and love, and praise ’ 

Still may Thy blessed Narge shine bright 
In beams of uncreated light, 

Crown’d with its own eternal rays ’ 

V(irtatio 7 i fro 7 n John Austin 1668, 
By John Wesley^ 1739 



76 


The Book of Praise, 


Lxxr 

Hail, Thou once despised Jesus, 

Hail, thou Galilean king • 

Thou didst suffer to release us, 

Thou didst fiee salvation bring 
Hail, Thou agonizing Sa\ lour, 

Bearer of our sin and shame , 

By Thy merits we find favour , 

Life IS given through Thy Name ’ 

Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, 

All our sms were on Thee laid , 

By Almighty Lov e anointed, 

Thou hast full atonement made 
All Th> people are forgu en 
Through the \ irtue of Thy Blood , 
Opened is the gate of Heaven , 

Peace is made 'twixt man and God 

Jesus, hail ’ enthroned in glory, 

There for ev er to abide , 

Ail the heavenly hosts adore Thee, 
Seated at Thy Father’s side 
There for sinners Thou art pleading , 
There Thou dost our place prepare , 
Ever for us interceding 
Till in glory we appear 

Worship, honour, power, and blessing, 
Thou art worthy tOi^-eceive , ^ 
Loudest praises, without ceasing 
Meet It IS ^r us to give ^ 

Help, ye bright angelic spints, 

Bnng your sweetest, noblest lays , 
Help to sing our Saviour’s merits, 

Help to chant Immanuel’s praise ' 
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Soon we shall, with those m glory, 

His transcendent grace relate , 

Gladly sing th* amazing story 
Of His dying love so great 
In that blessed contemplation 
We for evermore shall dwell, 

Crown’d with bliss and consolation, 

Such as none below can tell 

John Bakewell 1 760 


LX XI I 

Join all the glorious names 
Of wisdom, love, and power, 

That ever mortals knew. 

That angels ever bore , 

All are too mean to speak His worth, 
Too mean to set my Saviour forth 

But oh ’ what gentle terms, 

What condescending ways, 

Doth our Redeemer use 
To teach His heavenly grace ’ 

Mine eyes with joy and wonder see 
What forms of love He bears for me 

Array’d in mortal flesh 
He like an Angel stands, 

And holds the promises 
And paidons in His hands , 
Cofmnission’A from His Father’s throne 
To 'make His grace to mortals known 

Gre#t Prophet of God, 

My tongue would bless Thy Name , 
By Thee the joyful news 
Of our salvation came , 
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While Thou didst condescend on earth 
To suffer rude disdam, 

They cast their honours at Thy feet, 

And waited on Thy tram 

Blest Angels, who adoring wait 
Around the Sav lour’s Throne, 

Oh ’ tell us, for >oui eyes have seen 
The wonders He has done 

Ye saw Him, when the heavens and earth. 

A chaos first, He maSc, 

And night involved the formless deep 
In her tremendous shade 

And when, amidst the darksome void, 

He bade the light arise, 

And kindled up those shining orbs 
That now adorn the skies. 

Ye saw , — and m melodious song 
Your powerful voices raise, 

While all the new-born worlds resound 
Their great Creator's praise 

And, when on earth He deign’d to dwell, 
In mortal flesh ai ray'd, 

Ye wondering saw the^Holy ChiJ-d 
In Bethlehem’s stable laid 

r' 

While m the lowly cnb repoSld, 

His Mother's tender care, 

Ye stood around His homely bed, 

And watch’d His slumbers there 
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When fasting m the desert long 
His spotless soul was tried, 

Ye saw Him theie the Tempter foil, 

And soon His wants supplied 

Ye heard what gracious words He spoke. 
The hearts of men to win , 

And saw, well pleased, the listening crowd 
Drink the sweet doctrine m , 

Beheld diseases, tempests, death. 

His sovereign word obey. 

And how, on dark benighted minds, 

He poured eternal day 

Saw Him, from busy scenes retired 
To spend the midnight hours, 

While pure devotion fill’d His soul 
With all her rapturous powers 

When on the sacred mount He shone, 

In His own light array’d. 

Ye saw, and own’d your Sovereign there, 
And your just homage paid , 

Saw, when o’er Salem’s fearful doom 
He shed the tender tear , 

And how, to all His gracious calls, 

Slfe turned Ifce deafened ear 

m 

In all h^ toils, and dari^ers too. 

Ye did His steps attend , 

Oft paused, and wondered, how at last 
This scene of love would end 
G 
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And ulien the Powcib of Hell combined 
To fill His cup of woe, 

Your pitting eves beheld His tears 
In bloody anguish flow 

As on the toituring Cross He hung, 

And darkness veiPd the sky, 

Ye saw, aghast, that awful sight, 

Ihe Lord of Gioiy die ^ 

Astonish’d, here ye seaich and learn 
High Heaven’s mystenous vvajs, 

That thus to guilty dy mg man 
Immortal life conveys 

Anon He buists the gates of death, 

Subdues the tyrant’s power 
Ye saw th’ illustrious Conqueror rise, 

And hailed the blissful hour, 

Tended His chariot up the sky, 

And bore Him to His Thione , 

Then swept your golden harps, and cued 
‘‘The glorious work is done 

My soul the joyful triumph feels, 

And thinks the moments long, 

Ere she her Saviouf s glory sees, 

And joins your rapturous song 

James Fanch and Datitel Ttmier [1791 j 
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VIL 

CHRIST’S KINGDOM AND JUDGMENT 

And He shall come again with Glory^ to judge both the 
quick and the dead whose Kingdom shall have no 
end^^ 


LXXIV 

Now IS the hoiy of darkness past , 

Christ has assumed His reigning power, 
Behold the great accuser cast 
•Down from the skies to rise no more 

’Twas by Thy Blood, immortal Lamb, 

Thine armies trod the Tempter down , 
’Twas by Thy word and powerful Name 
They gamed the battle and renown 

Rejoice, ye heavens ’ let every star 
Shine with new glories round the sky ’ 
Saints, while ye smg the heavenly war, 

Raise your Deliverer’s Name on high * 

Isaac Watts 1709 


LXXV 

Rftjoice, the Lord is King, 

Your Lord and K^g adore , 
Mortals, give thanks and sing. 
And triumph evermore 
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice , 
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice 
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The Book of Ptmse, 

Jesus the Savioui leigns, 

The God of tiuth and love , 

When he had purged our stams. 

He took His scat above 
Lift up >our heart, lift up yom \oice , 

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice 

His kingdom cannot fail , 

He rules o'ei earth and Heaven ; 

The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jesus given 
Lift up your heart, lift up >pur voice; 

Rejoice, again I say, lejoice 

He sits at God’s right hand, 

Till all His foes submit, 

And bow to His command, 

And fall beneath His feet 
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice , 

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice 

He all His foes shall quell, 

Shall all our sms destroy, 

And every bosom swell 
With pure seraphick joy » 

Lift up your heait, lift up your voice, 

Rejoice, again I say, Rejoice 

Rejoice in glorious hope , 

Jesus the Judge shall come, 

And take His servants up 
To their eternal home 
We soon shall hear th’ archangels voice, 

The Trump of God shall sound, rejoice 

Charles Wesley 1745 
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LXXVI 

The Lord is King f lift up thy voice, 

O earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice * 

From world to world the joy shall ring, 

The Lord Omnipotent is King 

The Lord is King ’ who then shall dare 
Resist His will, distrust His care, 

Or murmur at His wise decrees, 

Or doubt His royal promises ? 

The Lord is King * Child of the dust. 

The Judge of all the earth is just 
fioly and true are all His ways 
Let every creature speak His praise 

He reigns ^ ye saints, exalt your strains , 

Your God is King, your Father reigns , 

And He is at the Father’s side, 

The Man of Love, the Crucified 

Come, make your wants, your burdens known, 
He will present them at the Throne , 

And angel bands are waiting there 
His messages of love to bear 

O, when His wisdom can mistake. 

His might decay, His love forsake, 

Themmay Hischildren cease to sing, 

The Lord Omnipotent is King 

Alike petvaded by His eye, 

All parts of His dominion lie , 

This world of ours, and worlds unseen 
And thin the boundary between 
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Hosanna ’ laise the pcahnij hymn 
To Da\id's Son and Loid , 

With Cherubim and Seraphim 
Exalt the Incai natc Word 

Hosanna ’ Lord, oui feeble tongue 
No lofty strains can raise 
But Thou wilt not despise the young, 
Who meekly chant Thy piaisc 

Hosanna’ So\crcign, Prophet, Pnestj^ 
How \ ast Thy gifts, how free ’ 

Thy Blood, our life , Thy word, our feast , 
Thy Name, our only plea 

Hosanna ’ Master, lo ’ wc bring 
Our offerings to Thy 1 hrone , 

Not gold, nor myrrh, nor mortal thing, 
But heaits to be Thine own 

Hosanna ’ once Thy gracious car 
Appro\ed a lisping thiong , 

Be gracious still, and deign to hear 
Our poor but grateful song 

O Saviour, if, redeem’d by Thee, 

Thy temple we behold, " 

Hosannas through eternity " 

Well sing t(>»harps of gold 

Wtlhani Henry Bavfrgal 1833 
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LXXX 

Psalm LXXII 

Hail to the Loid’s Anointed, 

Great David’s greater Son ’ 

Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ^ 

He comes to break oppression, 

To let the captive free, 

To take av»ay transgression, 

And rule in equity 

He comes with succour speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong , 

To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong 
To give them songs for sighing, 
Their darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemn’d and dying 
Were precious in His sight 

He shall come down like showers 
Upon the fruitful earth, 

And love, joy, hope, like flowers. 
Spring m His path to birth ; 
Before Him, on the mountains, 
Shall peace, the herald, go, 

Aiid nghtecfisness, in fountains, 
TFrom hill to valley flow 

Arabia’s desert-ranger 

To Him shall bow the knee , 
The Ethiopian stranger 
His glory come to see 



Ihi Hook of Puu^i 

With often ngs of de\otion 
Ship5> fiom the IsIcn shall meet, 

To pour the wealth of ocean 
In tribute at His feet 

Kings shall fall down befoie tlmi; 

And gold and incense bung 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His piaisc all people smg , 

For He shall ha\e dominion 
O’er n\ er, sea, and shore , 

Fai as the eagle’s pmTon, 

Or do\c’s light wing, can soar 

For Hun shall pii\ci unceasing, 

And daily \ ow s ascend, 

His kingdom still mci casing 
A kingdom without end 
The mountam-dews shall nourish 
A seed, m weakness sown, 

Whose fruit shall spiead and ftouush, 
And shake like Lebanon 

O’er every foe victorious 
He on His throne shall rest, 

From age to age more glorious, 

All blessing and all-blest 
The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remtyve , 

His Name shall stand for ever, 

That Nai?^e to us is Love 

Jmnes Mo%tgonmy i8 
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LXXXT 

Behold ’ the Mountain of the Lord 
In latter days shall rise 
On mountain tops, above the hills, 

And draw the wondeimg eyes 

To this the joyful nations round, 

All tribes and tongues shall flow , 

Up to the hill qf God, theyil say, 

And to His house we’ll go 

The beam that shines from Zion hill 
Shall lighten every land , 

The King who reigns in Salem’s towers 
Shall all the world command 

No strife shall vex Messiah’s reign. 

Or mar the peaceful years , 

To ploughshares men shall beat their swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears 

No longer hosts encountering hosts 
Their millions slain deplore , 

They hang the trumpet in the hall, 

And study war no more 

Come, then » O, come, from every land, 

To worship at Jlis shrine , 

And, walking in the Light of God, 

With holy beauties shine 

Michael Bruce 1768 
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rwxit 
Psalm LXXH 

Jesus shall icign wheie’er the sun 
Does hib successi\c journe>s run , 

His kingdom stietch from shore to shore, 

Till moons shall \\a\ and wane no more 

For Him shall endless prayer be made, 

And praises thiong to ciown His Head , 

His Name, like sweet pci fume, shall rise 
With every morning saci idee 

People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song, 

And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His Name 

Blessings abound where er He icigns , 

The prisoner leaps to lose his chains , 

The weary find eternal icst, 

And all the sons of want are blest 

Where He displays His healing power, 

Death and the curse are known no more , 

In Him the tribes of Adam boast 
More blessings than then father lost 

Let every creature rise, bung 
Peculiar honours to our King , 

Angels descendfwith songs again, 

And earth repeat the long Amen ^ 

Isaac Watts 1719 
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LXXXIII 

Psalm LXXII 

Great God, Whose universal sway 
The known and unknown worlds obey, 

Now give the kingdom to Thy Son, 

Extend His power, exalt His throne 

As rain on meadows newly mown, 

So shall He send His influence down , 

His grace on :(^inting souls distils 
Like heavenly dew on thirsty hills 

The heathen lands, that he beneath 
The shade of overspreading death, 

Revive at His first dawning light. 

And deserts blossom at the sight 

The saints shall flourish in His days, 
Dress’d in the robes of joy and praise , 
Peace, like a river, from His Throne 
Shall flow to nations yet unknown 

Isaac Wafts 1719 


LXXXIV 

From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand, 
Fromfnany an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from erroPs chain 



The Bmk qf Pfatse 

Though thou ait hlFd, alas ^ 

And drunk w ith mihcr} , 

1 hit cup begins to pass 
To them tliat hated thee 
But know, we honour Isiaels name, 

Our God and AbiahanVs is the same 

Rise, Jacob, fiom thj woes, 

And th> Messnh see , 

He, Who thy fathers chose, 

Has not foi gotten thee 
At His command, we ’bid you come , 

Her Israel Zion welcomes home 

Wilham Htnn^ 1813 


Lxxxvn 

The Lord of Slight from Sinai’s brow 
Gave forth His \oicc of thunder, 
And Isiael lay on earth below, 
Outstretch’d in fear and wonder 
Beneath His feet w^as pitchy night, 
And at His left hand and His right 
The rocks were rent asunder 

The Lord of Love on ^alvary, 

A meek and suffering stranger^ 
Upraised to heaven His languid e>e 
In nature’s Sour of danger ^ 

For us He bore the weight of woe, 
For us He gave His blood to flow, 
And met His Father’s anger 



Chyisfs Kingdom and Judgment 97 

The Lord of Love, the Loid of Might, 

The King of all created, 

Shall back return to claim His right 
On clouds of glory seated , 

With trumpet-sound, and angel-song, 

A.nd hallelujahs loud and long, 

O’er death and hell defeated 

Bishop Reginald Heher 1827 

LXXXVIIT 

See, the raastftned millions stand. 

Palms of conquest m their hand , 

J’his before the Throne their strain , 

“ Hell is vanquish’d , death is slam , 

“ Blessing, honour, glory, might, 

“ Are the Conqueror’s native right , 

“ Thrones and powers before Him fall , 
Lamb of God, and Lord of all ’ ” 

Hasten, Loid ^ the piomised houi , 

Come in glory and in power , 

Still Thy foes are unsubdued , 

Nature sighs to be renewed 
Time has nearly leach’d its sum, 

All things with Thy Bride say. Come , 

Jesus, whom all worlds adore. 

Come, and leign for evermoie ’ 

Josiah Conder 1 837 — 1856 

LXXXIX 

Thou Jiftlge of quick and dead, 

Before whose bar severe 
With holy joy, or guilty dread. 

We all shall soon appear , 

H 



The Bool of Prmse 

Our cautioned souls prepare 
For that tremendous Day, 

And fill us now with watchful care, 

And stii us up to pray 

To pray, and wait the hour, 

The awful hour unknown, 

When, robed m majesty and power, 
Thou shalt from Heaven come down, 
The immoital Son of Man, 

To judge the human race, 

With all Thy Father’s da?|?ling tram, 
With all Thy glorious grace 

To damp our earthly joys. 

To increase our gracious feais, 

For ever let the Archangel’s voice 
Be sounding m our ears , 

The solemn midnight cry, 

Ye Dead, the Judge is come ’ 

Arise, and meet Him in the sky, 

‘‘ And meet your instant doom 

O may we thus be found, 

Obedient to His word, 

Attentive to the trumpet’s sound, 

And looking for our Lord 
O may we thus insure 
Our lot among the blest, 

And watch a moment, secure 
An everlasting rest * 


Charles Wesley 1749 
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xc 

Lo ’ He comes, with clouds descending, 
Once for favoured sinners slam 
Thousand thousand saints attending 
Swell the triumph of His tram 
Hallelujah » 

God appears, on earth to reign ’ 

Every eye shall now behold Him, 

Robed in dieadful majesty , 

Those who set at nought and sold Him, 
Pierced, and lAiled Him to the Tiee, 
Deeply wailing, 

§Jiall the true Messiah see 

Every island, sea, and mountain. 

Heaven and earth shall flee away , 

All who hate Him must, confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day , 
Come to judgment ’ 

Come to judgment, come away > 

Now Redemption, long expected. 

See m solemn pomp appear ^ 

All His saints, by man rejected, 

Now shall meet Him in the air 
Hallelujah » 

See the day of God appear ’ 

Answer Thine own Bride and Spint , 
Hasteh, Lord, the general doom , 

The new Heaven and eartli f inherit 
Take Tli^ pining exiles home 
All creation 

Travails, groans, and bids Thee come I 
H a 
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Yea, Amen ’ let all adore Thee, 

High on Thine eternal tin one 

Savioui, take the powei and gloiy , 

Claim the kingdom for Thine own 
O, come quickly, 

Everlasting God, come down » 

Variation by Martin Madan 1 760 
Fiom Charles Wesley 1758 
And yohn Cuinick 1752 

XCI 

Lo * He comes with clouds descending ^ 

Hark ’ the trump of God is blown, 

And th’ Archangel’s voice attending 
Makes the high procession known 
Sons of Adam ’ 

Rise, and stand before your God ' 

Crowns and sceptres fall before Him, 

Kings and conquerors own His sway , 

Haughtiest monarchs now adoie Him, 

While they see His lightnings play 
How triumphant 

Is the world’s Redeemer now • 

Hear His voice, as mighty thunder 
Sounding in eternal roar. 

While Its echo rends m sunder 
Rocks and mountains^ sea and shore * 
Hark ’ His accents 

Through th’ unfathomed deep resound ^ 


Come, Lord Jesus ’ 0 come quickly 
Oft has prayed the mourning Bride 
Lo He answers, “ I come quickly 
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Who Thy coming may abide ^ 

All who loved Him, 

All who long’d to see His day 

Come,” He saith, “ ye heirs of glory , 

Come, ye purchase of my blood , 

‘‘ Claim the Kingdom now before you, 

Rise, and fill the mount of God, 

Fix^d for ever 

Where the Lamb on Sion stands ” 

See ' ten thousand burning seraphs 
From their thfbnes as lightnings fly , 

Take, ’ they cry, “ your seats above us, 
i Nearest Him that rules the sky 
Patient sufferers, 

How rewarded aie ye now ' 

Now their trials all are ended 
Now the dubious warfare’s o’er , 

Joy no more with sorrow blended. 

They shall sigh and weep no more , 

God for ever 

Wipes the tear from every eye 

Through His passion all victorious 
Now they drink immortal wine , 

In Emmanuel’s likeness glorious 
As the firmament they shine , 

Shine for ever, 

With the bright and morning Star 

Shout albud, ye ethereal choirs * 

Tnumph in Jehovah’s piaise ^ 

Kindle all^our heavenly fires, 

All your palms of victory raise I 
Shout His conquests, 

Shout salvation to the Lamb * 
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Thou didst heal the sinner’s giief. 

And didst heai the d>ing thief 
Even I may hope relief 

All unworthy is my pra>er , 

Make my soul Thy mercy’s care, 

And fiom fire eternal spare ’ 

Place me with Thy sheep, that band 
Who shall separated stand 
From the goats, at Thy right hand ’ 

When Thy voice m wrath shall say, 

CursM ones, depart away ’ 

Call me with the blest, I pray * 

Loid, Thine ear in mercy bovt » 

Broken is my heart and low 
Guard of my last end be Thou ♦ 

In that day, that mournful day, 

When to judgment wakes our clay. 

Show me mercy, Lord, I pray ’ 

Hemy Alfofd 184" 


VIII 

And 1 believe tn the Holy Ghosts the Lofd mid 
Giver of Life^ who proceedeth from the Father 
%nd the SoMj who with the Father and the Son 
together is worshipped and glorified j who spake 
by the Prophets ” 

XClll 

When God of old came down fronf* Heaven, 

In power and wrath He came , 

Before His feet the clouds were riven, 

Half daikness and half flame 



God the Holy Ghost 

Around the tieinblmg mountain’s base 
The prostrate people lay , 

A day of wrath, and not of grace , 

A dim and dieadful day 

But, when He came the second time, 

He came m power and love , 

Softer than gale at morning prime, 

Hover’d His holy Dove 

The fires, that ri^h’d on Sinai down 
In sudden torrents dread, 

Now gently light, a glorious crown, 

(9n every sainted head 

Like auows went those lightnings forth. 
Wing’d with the sinner^s doom 
But these, like tongues, o’er all the earth, 
Proclaiming life to come 

And, as on Israel’s awe-struck eai 
The voice exceeding loud, 

The trump, that angels quake to hear, 
Thnll’d from the deep dark cloud , 

So, when the Spirit of our God 
Came down, His flock to find, 

A voice from hea\ 5 pn was heard abroad, 

A rushing mighty wind 

Nor doth tTie outward ear alone 
At that high warning stait , 

Conscience gives back th’ appalling tone , 
’Tis echoed in the heait 
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It fills the Church of God, it fills 
The sinful world around , 

Only in stubborn hearts and wills 
No place for it is found 

To other strains our souls are set , 

A giddy whirl of sin 
Fills ear and brain, and will not let 
Heav’n’s harmonies come in 

Come, Lord ^ come Wisdom, Love, and Power , 
Open our ears to hear * 

Let us not miss the accepted hour , 

Save, Lord, by love or fear ’ 

John Keble 1827 


XCIV 

Vent Creator Sftrtius 

Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire, 
And lighten with celestial fire , 

Thou the Anointing Spirit art, 

Who dost Thy sevenfold gifts impart 
Thy blessed unction from above 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love 
Enable with perpetual light 
The dulness of our blinded 5 ight , 
Anoint and cheer our soiled face 
With the abundance of Thy grace 
Keep far our foes , give peace at home , 
Where Thou art guide, no ill can come , 
Teach us to know the Father, Son, 

And Thee of Both, to be but One 
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That, through the ages all along, 

This may be our endless song, 

“ Praise to Thy Eternal merit, 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit 
Amen ’ 

Bishop John Cosin 1627 
xcv 

Vent Oeator Spiritus 

Holy Spirit, gently come, 

Raise us from our fallen state, 

Fix Thy everlasting home 
In the hearts Thou didst create » 

Gift of God most High * 

Visit every troubled breast 
Light and Life and Love supply , 

Give our spirits perfect rest ’ 

Heavenly Unction from above, 

Comforter of weary saints, 

Fountain, Life, and Fire of Love, 

Hear, and answer our complaints ^ 

Thee we humbly pray, 

Finger of the Living God, 

Now Thy sevenfold grace display, 

Shed our Saviour’s love abroad * 

Now Thy quickening influence bring, 

On our spirits sweetly move , 

Open every mouth to sing 
Jesu#’ everlasting lo^ * 

Lighten every heart , 

Drive our enemies away , 

Joy and peace to us impart , 

Lead us m the heavenly way * 
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lake the things of Christ and show 
What our Lord for us hath done , 

May we God the Father know 
Only in and through the Son 
Nothing will we fear, 

Though to wilds and deserts driven. 

While we feel Thy Presence near, 
Witnessing our sins forgiven 

Glory be to God alone, 

God, whose hand created all • 

Glory be to God the Son, 

Who redeem’d us from our fall ’ 

To the Holy Ghost 
Equal praise and gloiy be, 

When the course of time is lost, 

Lost in wide eternity ^ 

William Hammond 1 745 


xcvi 

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 

My sinful maladies remove , 

Be Thou my Light, be Thou my Guide, 
O’er every thought and step preside. 

The light of truth to me display. 

That I may know and choose my way , 
Plant holy fear within minef heart, 

That I from God may ne’er depart 

Conduct me safe, conduct me far 
From every sin and hurtful snare , 

Lead me to God, my final Rest, 

In His enjoyment to be blest 
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Lead me to Christ, the Living Way, 

Nor let me from His pastures stiay 
Lead me to Heaven, the seat of bliss, 

Where pleasure m perfection is 

Lead me to holiness, the road 
That I must take to dwell with God , 

Lead to Thy Word, that rules must give. 

And suie directions how to live 

Lead me to means of grace, where I 
May own my wants, and seek supply 
Lead to Thyself, the Spring from whence 
To fetch all quickening influence 

Thus I, conducted still by Thee, 

Of God a child beloved shall be, 

Here to His family pertain. 

Hereafter with Him ever reign 

Simon Biowne 172a 


xcvn 

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quickening powers, 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours 

Look how we grovel here below. 
Fond of these trifling toys , 

Our souls can i)fithei fly nor go 
To a?each eternal joys ^ 

In vain tune our fonfial songs. 
In vain we strive to rise , 
Hosannas languish on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies 
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Dear Lord, and shall we ever he 
At this poor dying rate ? 

Our love so faint, so cold to Thee, 

And Thine to us so great ’ 

Come, Holy Spint, heavenly Dove, 

With all Thy quickening powers f 
Come, shed abroad a Saviour^s love, 

And that shall kindle ours 

Isaac Watts i yog 


XCVIII 

Come, Holy Spirit come 
Let Thy bright beams arise, 

Dispel the darkness from our minds, 
And open all our eyes 

Cheer our desponding lieaits, 
Thou heavenly Paraclete , 

Give us to lie, with humble hope 
At our Redeemer's feet 

Revive our drooping faith, 

Our doubts and fears remove, 

And kindle in our breasts the flame 
Of never-dying love 

Convince us of our sin. 

Then lead to Jesus* blood. 

And to our wondenng vjf w reveal 
The secret love of God 

Show us that»loving Man 
That rules the courts of bliss, 

The Lord of hosts, the Mighty God, 
The Eternal Prince of Peace 
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Tis Thine to cleanse the heart, 

To sanctify the soul, 

To pour fresh life in every part, 

And new-cieate the whole 

Dwell therefore in oui hearts. 

Our minds from bondage free , 

Then we shall know, and praise, and love 
The Father, Son, and Thee » 

Josej)h Hart 1759 


XCIX 

Lord God the Holy Ghost, 

In this accepted hour, 

As on the day of Pentecost, 

Descend in all Thy power f 
We meet with one accord 
In our appointed place. 

And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spirit of all grace 

Like mighty rushing wind 
Upon the waves beneath, 

Move with one impulse every mind, 
One soul, one feeling breathe 
The young, the old, inspire 
With wisdom from above. 

And give us hearts and tongues of fire 
Tp pray, and praise, and love 

Spnit of Light, explore 
And chase our gloom away, 

With lustre shimng more and more 
Unto the perfect day ' 
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Spirit of Truth, be Thou 
In life and death our Guide ^ 

0 Spirit of adoption, now 
May we be sanctified ’ 

James Motif gome f y 1819 


c 

0 du allersuste Freude (Paul Gerhaidt ) 1653 

Holy Ghost, dispel our sadness, 

Pierce the clouds of sin^l night , 

Come, Thou source of sweetest gladness. 
Breathe Thy Life, and spread Thy Light < 
Loving Spirit, God of Peace ’ 

Great Distnbutor of grace ’ 

Rest upon this congregation. 

Hear, O hear our supplication ’ 

From that height which knows no measuie 
As a gracious shower descend, 

Bringing down the richest treasure 
Men can wish, or God can send • 

0 Thou Glory, shining down 
From the Father and the Son, 

Giant us Thy illumination ’ 

Rest upon this congiegation ^ 

Known to Thee are all lecesses 
Of the earth and spreading skies 
Every sand the shore possesses 
Thy Omniscient Mind descries 
Holy Fountain ’""wash us clean 
Both from error and from sin ’ 

Make us fly what Thou refusest, 

And delight in what Thou choosest ’ 
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Manifest Thy love for ever , 

Fence us in on every side , 

In distress be our reliever, 

Guard and teach, support and guide ♦ 

Let Thy kind effectual grace 
Turn our feet from evil ways , 

Show Thyself our new Creator, 

And conform us to Thy Nature ’ 

Be our Friend on each occasion, 

God f omnipotent to save ’ 

When we die, our salvation, 

When we’re buried, be our giave * 

And, when from the grave we rise, 

Take us up above the skies. 

Seat us with Thy saints in glory, 

There for ever to adore Thee • 

Vafiatiouby Augustits M Toplady 1776 
From John Christian Jacobi 1725 


Cl 

Holy Spirit, in my breast 
Grant that lively Faith may rest. 
And subdue each rebel thought 
To believe whait Thou hast taught 

m 

When ^ound my sinkiftg soul 
Gathering waves of soiiow loll, 
Spirit blest, the tempest still, 

And with Hope my bosom fill 
I 
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Holy Spirit, fiom my mmd 
Thought and wish and will unkind, 

Deed and word unkind remove, 

And my bosom fill with lo> e 

Faittt, and Hope, and Chanty, 

Comforter, descend from Thee , 

Thou the Anointing Spiiit art, 

These Thy gifts to us impart, 

Till our faith be lost in sight, 

Hope be swallowed m delight. 

And love return to dwell with Thee, 

In the threefold Deity ' 

Bishop Richard Mant 1 828 

CII 

Full of weakness and of sin, 

We look to Thee for life 
Loid, Thy gracious work begin, 

And cairn the inward strife ^ 

Though our hearts are prone to stray, 

Be Thou a constant Friend 
Though we know not how to pray, 

Thy saving mercy send ’ 

Let Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, 

Our souls with love inspire, 

Strength and confidence afford, 

And breathe celestial fire » 

Teach us first^o feel our need^ 

Then all that need supply , 

When we hunger, deign to feed. 

And hear us when we cry < 
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When we cleave to earthly things, 

Send Thy reviving grace , 

Raise our souls, and give them wings, 

To reach Thy holy place ’ 

William Hiley Bathurst 1831 

cm 

There is a River, deep and broad, 

Its course no mortal knows , 

It fills with joy the Church of God, 

And widens as it flows 

• 

Clearer than crystal is the stream. 

And bright with endless day , 

‘The waves with every blessing teem, 

And life and health convey 

Where’er they flow, contentions cease, 

And love and meekness reign , 

The Lord Himself commands the peace, 
And foes conspire in vain 

Along the shofes, angelic bands 
Watch every moving wave , 

With holy joy their breast expands, 

When men the waters crave 

To them distiess^d souls repair, 

The Lord invites them nigh , 

They leave their cares and sorrov s there, 
They drink,«and never die 

• 

Flow on, sweet Stream^ more largely flow, 
Theiearth with glory*fill , 

Flow on, till all the Saviour know, 

And all obey His will 

William Hum 1 813 
i ± 
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Theie is a Stream, which issues foith 
From God’s eternal Throne, 

And fiom the Lamb, a living stream 
Clear as the crystal stone 

The stream doth water Paradise , 

It makes the angels sing , 

One cordial drop revives my Heart , 

Hence all my joys do spnng 

Such joys as aie unspeakaBle, 

And full of glory too , 

Such hidden manna, hidden pearls, 

As worldlings do not know 

Eye hath not seen, nor ear hath heard, 

From fancy ’tis concealed, 

What Thou, Lord, hast laid up for Thine, 

And hast to me revealed 

I see Thy face, I hear Thy voice, 

I taste Thy sweetest love 
My soul doth leap but O for wings, 

The wings of Noah's dove ' 

Then should I flee far hence away, 

Leaving this world of sin ’ 

Then should my Lord put forth His hand, 

And kindly take me iiv’ 

Then should my soul with angels feast 
On joys that always last » 

Blest be my God, the God of joy. 

Who gives me here a taste 

John Mason 1683 
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cv 

Ye sons of eaith, prepare the plough, 

Break up your fallow giound , 

The Sower is gone forth to sow, 

And scatter blessings round 

The seed that finds a stony soil 
Shoots forth a hasty blade , 

But ill repays the sower^s toil, 

Soon withnei’d, scorch’d, and dead 

The thorny ground is suie to balk 
All hopes of harvest there , 

We find a tall and sickly stalk, 

But not the fruitful ear 

The beaten path and highway side 
Receive the trust m vain , 

The watchful birds the spoil di\ ide, 

And pick up all the giain 

But when the Lord of grace and powei 
Has bless’d the happy field. 

How plenteous is the golden store 
The deep-wrought furrows yield ’ 

Father of mearcies ’ we have need 
Of Thy preparing grace 
Let the same Hand, tj^at gives the seed, 
Pr(^ide a fruitful place * 

Wzlham Cowper 1779 
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cvi 

Ps\LM XIX 

Behold, the nioinmg sun 
Begins his glonous wa> , 

His beams through all the nations lun, 

And life and light convey 

But wheie the gospel comes, 

It spreads divinei light, 

It calls dead sinners fron^ their tomos. 

And gives the blind then sight 

How perfect is Thy word ’ 

And all Thy judgments just ’ 

For ever sure Thy promise, Lord , 

And men securely trust 

While with my heart and tongue 
I spread Thy praise abroad. 

Accept the worship and the song, 

My Saviour and my God ’ 

haac Watts 1719 


evil 

Psalm XIX 

The stairy fiimament on high, 

And all the glones of tht sky, 

Yet shine not to Thy praise, O LcJrd, 
So brightly as ¥hy written word , 
The hopes that holy word supplies, 
Its truths divine, and precepts wise, 
In each a heavenly beam I see, 

And e\ery beam conducts to Thee 



God the Holy Ghost 119 

When, taught by painful proof to know 
That all is vanity below, 

The sinner roams from comfort far, 

And looks in vain for sun or star , 

Soft gleaming then those lights divine 
Through all the cheerless darkness shine, 
And sweetly to the ravish’d eye 
Disclose the Day-spring from on high 


The heart, in sensual fetteis bound, 
And barren i.s the wintry giound, 
Confesses, Lord, Thy quickening lay , 
Thy word can chaim tire spell away , 
With genial influence can beguile 
The fiozen wilderness to smile 
Bid living waters o’er it flow, 

And all be paradise below 


Almighty Loid, the sun shall fail. 

The moon forget her nightly tale, 

And deepest silence hush on high 
The radiant chorus of the sky , 

But, fix’d for everlasting years, 

Unmoved amid the wreck of spheres, 

Thy word shall shine in cloudless day, 
When heaven and earth have pass’d away. 
Sir Robert Grant 1839 
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IX 

THE HOLY CATHOLIC CHURCH 
And J bell ei*e one Catholic and Apostolic Chmch ” 

evil! 

Jerusalem, niy happy home, 

When shall I come to thee ^ 

When shall my sonows have an end, 

Thy joys when shall I seev? 

0 happy harboui of the saints ’ 

O sweet and pleasant soil ’ 

In thee no sonow may be found, 

No grief, no caie, no toil 

There lust and lucre cannot dwell, 

There envy bears no sway , 

There is no hunger, heat, noi cold, 

But pleasure every way 

Thy walls are made of precious stones, 

Thy bulwarks diamonds squaie , 

Thy gates are of right orient peail, 
Exceeding iich and rare 

Thy turrets and thy pinnacles 
With carbuncles do shine , 

Thy very streets aie paved ^ith gold,^ 
Surpassing clear and fine 

\h, my sweet home, Jerusalem, 

Would God I were m thee ’ 

Would God my woes were at an end, 

Thy joys that I might see ^ 
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Thy saints are crowned with glory great , 

They see God face to face , 

They triumph still, they still rejoice, 

Most happy is their case 

We that are heie in banishment 
Continually do moan, 

We sigh, and sob, we weep, and waib 
Peipetually we groan 

Our sweet is mftx’d with bittei gall, 

Oui pleasure is but pain, 

Qijr joys scarce last the looking on, 

Oui soriows still remain 

But there they live m such delight, 

Such pleasure and such play, 

As that to them a thousand yeais 
Doth seem as yesteiday 

Thy gardens and thy gallant walks 
Continually are green, 

There grow such sweet and pleasant flowers 
As nowhere else are seen 

Quite through the streets, with silvei sound, 
The flood of Life doth flow , 

Upon whose banks on every side 
TheVood of Life doth grow 

There trees for evermore bear fruit, 

And evermore do spring , 

There evermore the angels sit. 

And evermore do sing 
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Jeiusalem, my liapp> home, 

Would God I weie in thee > 

Would God my woes were at an end, 

Thy joys that I might see ^ 

A71071 B P‘' ri6i6] 


CIX 

Sweet place, sw^eet place alone » 

The couit of God most High, 

The Heaven of Heavens, the Thione 
Of spotless majesty ^ 

O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

The stiangei homewaid bends, 

And sigheth for his lest 
Heaven is my home, my friends 
Lodge theie in Abiaham’s bieast ; 

O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Earth’s but a sorry tent 
Pitch’d for a few frail days, 

A short-leas’d tenement , 

Heaven’s still fay song, my pra>^e. 

O happy place ' 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 
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No tears from any c>es 
Drop in that holy quiie , 

But Death itself thei e dies, 

And sighs themselves expne 
O happy place f 
When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Theie should temptations cease. 
My frailties tfjpre should end , 
There should I rest in peace 
In the anus of my best Fuend 
• O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

M> God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Jerusalem on high 
My song and Cit> is, 

My home whcne’ei I die, 

The centi e of my bliss 
O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Thy walls, sw^eet city, thine, 

With pearls aie^arnish^d , 

Thy gates with piaises shine 
Thy streets with gold ar# spread % 
O happy place * 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 
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No sun by day shines there, 

Nor moon by silent night , 

Oh no ^ these needless are , 

The Lamb’s the city’s Light 
O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Theie dwells my Lord, my King, 
Judged here unfit lo live , 

There angels to Him sing, 

And lowly homage give 
O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

The Patriarchs of old 
There from their tiavcls cease , 
The Prophets theie behold 
Their long’d-for Prince of Peace 
O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ? 

The Lamb’s Apostles there 
I might with joy*behold, ^ 

The Harpers I might hear 
Harping on harps of gold ^ 

0 happy place ^ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 
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The bleeding Martyrs, they 
Within those courts are found, 

Clothed in pure array, 

Their scars with glory crown’d 
O happy place ’ 

When shall I be, 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ^ 

Ah me ’ Ah me ' that I 
In Kedar’s tents here stay < 

No place like this on high » 

Thither, Lord ’ guide my way » 

O happy place ^ 

When shall I be. 

My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy face ? 

Samuel Crossman 1664 


CX 

lerusalem, my happy home, 

Name ever dear to me ’ 

When shall my labours have an end> 

In joy and peace, and thee ^ 

When shall these eyes thy heavcn-built walls, 
And pearly gates behold ^ 

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 

Ani streets of shining gold ? 

There happier bowers th8.n Eden’s bloom, 
Nor sin nor sorrow know 
Blest seats ’ through rude and stormy scenes 
I onward press to you 
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Hunger they ne’er shall feel again, 

Nor burning thirst shall they sustain ; 

To wells of living water led, 

By God the Lamb for ever fed 

Unknown to mortal ears, they sing 
The secret glories of their King 
Tell me the subject of their lays, 

And whence then loud exalted praise ? 

Jesus, the Sa\iour, is their theme , 

They sing the wonders of His Name , 

To Him ascribing power afid giace, 
Dominion, and eternal praise 

Amen ’ they ciy, to Hun alone, 

Who dares to fill His Father’s throne , 

They gi\e Him glory, and again 
Repeat His praise, and say, Amen ’ 

Rowland Hill 1783* 


cxrn 

0 happy saints, who dwell m light, 

And walk with Jesus, clothed in white , 
Safe landed on that peaceful shore, 
Where pilgrims meet to part no moie 

Released from sin, and toil, and grief 
Death was their gate to endless life , 

An open’d cage, to let thgm fly 
And. build their happy nest on high 

And now they r^ge the heaven^f plains, 
And sing their hymns in melting strains , 
And now their souls begin to piove 
The heights and depths of Jesus’ love 
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He cheers them with eternal smile , 

They sing hosannas all the while , 

Or, overwhelm’d with rapture sweet, 

Sink down adoring at His feet 

Ah ’ Lord * with tardy steps I creep. 

And sometimes sing, and sometimes weep , 

Yet strip me of this house of clay, 

And I will sing as loud as they 

John Berndge 1785 . 


CXIV 

Rev VII 13—17 

How bright these glorious spirits shine * 
Whence all their white an ay ^ 

How came they to the blissful seats 
Of everlasting day ^ 

Lo ’ these are they from sufferings great 
Who came to realms of light , 

And m the blood of Christ have wash’d 
Those robes which shine so bright 

Now with triumphal palms they stand 
Before the thione on high, 

And serve the G<?Ki they love, amidst 
The glones of the sky 

A 

His presence fills each heart with joy 
Tunes every mouth to sing , 

By day, by night, the sacred courts 
With glad hosannas ring 
K 
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Hunger and thirst are felt no more, 

Nor suns with scorching ray , 

God IS their Sun, whose cheering beams 
Diffuse eternal day 

The Lamb, which dwells amidst the throne, 
Shall o’er them still preside, 

Feed them with nourishment divine, 

And all their footbteps guide 

’Mong pastures green He’ll lead His flock, 
Where living streams appear , 

And God the Lord from every eye 
Shall wipe off every tear 

Wtlham Cameron 1781 
{yariatton from Isaac Watts 1709) 


CXV 

Rev VII 13—17 

Palms of glory, raiment bright, 

Crowns that never fade awa>, 

Gird and deck the saints in light, 
Priests, and kings, and conquerors they 

Yet the conquerors bring their palms 
To the Lamb amidst the throne, 

And proclaim in joyM psalms 
Victory through His cross alone 

Kings for harps their crownsT-esign, 
Ciying, as they strike the chords, 
‘‘Take the kingdom, it is Thine, 

King of kings, and Lord of lords * 
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Round the altar priests confess, 

If their robes are white as snow, 

Twas the Saviours righteousness, 

And His blood, that made them so 

Who were these ^ on earth they dwelt , 
Sinners once, of Adam’s race , 

Guilt, and fear, and suffering felt , 

But were saved by sovereign grace 

They were mortal, too, like us 
Ah * when we, like them, must die. 

May our souls, translated thus, 

Jriumph, reign, and shine on high » 

James Montgomery [1853] 

CXVI 

Psalm LXXXVII 

Glorious things of thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of our God , 

He, whose word cannot be broken. 

Form’d thee for His own abode 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 

What can shake thy sure repose ^ 

With salvation’s walls surrounded, 

Thou mayst smile at all thy foes 

See, the streams of living waters, 

Spnngmg frcm eternal love, 

Well supply thy sons and daughters. 

And all fear of want flsmove 
Who can faint, while such a river 
Ever flows their thirst to assuage , 

Grace, which, like the Lord the giver, 

Never fails from age to age ^ 
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Round each habitation hovering, 

See the cloud and fire appear, 

For a gloiy and a covering , 

Showing that the Lord is near 
Thus deriving from their banner 
Light by night, and shade by day, 

Safe they feed upon the manna, 

Which He gives them when they pray 

Saviour, if of Zion’s city 
I, through grace, a member am, 

Let the world deride or^ity, 

I will glory in Thy Name 
Fading is the worldling’s pleasure, 

All his boasted pomp and show , 

Solid joys and lasting treasure 
None but Zion’s children know 

fohi Newton 1 779 


CXVII 

The Son of God goes forth to war, 

A kingly crown to gam , 

His blood-red banner streams afar 
Who follows m His train ^ 

Who best can drink His cup of woe, 
Triumphant over pain, 

Who patient bears His^sross below, 
He follows in his tiam 

The martyr, first, whose eagle eye 
Could pierce beyond the grave , 
Who saw his Master in the sky, 

And call’d on Him to save 
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Like Him, with pardon on his tongue, 

In midst of mortal pain, 

He prayed for them that did the wrong 
Who follows in his tram ^ 

A glorious band, the chosen few, 

On whom the Spirit came , 

Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, 
And mock’d the cross and flame 

They met the tyrant’s brandish’d steel, 

The lion’s g04;y mane , 

They bow’d their necks the death to feel 
Who follows in their train ? 

Ml 

A noble army, men and boys, 

The matron and the maid, 

Around the Saviour’s throne rejoice, 

In robes of light arrayed 

They climb’d the steep ascent of heaven, 
Through penl, toil, and pain , 

0 God ’ to us may grace be given 
To follow m their tram * 

Bzshop Reginald Heber 1827 

CXVIII 

Ye servants of the Lord, 

Each m his office wait, 

Observant of Qis heavenly word, 

And watchful at His gate 

Let«t:ll your lamps be bright, 

And trim the golden flame , 

Gird up your loins, as in His sight. 

For awful is His name 
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Watch , 'tis your Lord’s command , 
And, while we speak, He’s near , 

Mark the first signal of His hand, 

And ready all appear 

O happy servant he, 

In such a posture found ’ 

He shall his Lord with rapture see, 

And be with honour crown’d 

Chnst shall the banquet spread 
With His own Royal han4 , 

And raise that favourite servant’s head 
Amid the angelic band 

Phtkp Doddndg^ 

cxix 

A soldier’s course, from battles won 
To new-commencing strife , 

A pilgrim’s, restless as the sun 
Behold the Christian’s life ’ 

Prepared the trumpet’s call to greet, 
Soldier of Jesus, stand • 

Pilgrim of Christ, with ready feet 
Await thy Lord’s command 

The hosts of Satan pant for spoil , 

How can thy warfare close ^ 

Lonely, thou tread’st a for^ftign soil , 

How canst thou hope repose ^ 
r 

Seek, soldier’ pilgnm » seek thine home, 
Reveal’d m sacred lore , 

The land, whence pilgrims never roam, 
Where soldiers war no more 



135 


The Holy Catholic Church 

Where gnef shall never wound, nor death 
Disturb the Saviour^s reign , 

Nor sin, with pestilential breath. 

His holy realm profane 

The land, where, (suns and moons unknown, 
And night’s alternate sway,) 

Jehovah’s ever-burning throne 
Upholds unbroken day 

The land, (for Heaven its bliss unseen 
Bids earthly types suggest,) 

Where healingdeaves and fadeless green 
Fruit-laden groves invest 

W%ere founts of life their treasures yield 
In streams that never cease , 

Where everlasting mountains shield 
Vales of eternal peace 

Where they who meet shall never part » 

Where grace achieves its plan , 

And God, uniting every heart, 

Dwells face to face with man. 

Thomas Gisborne 1803 

CXX. 

Hark, ’tis a martial sound ^ 

To arms, ye saints, to arms * 

Your foes are gathering round, 

And peace has lost its charms 
Prepare the helmet, sword, and shield , 
The^trumpet calls you to the field 

No^ommon foes appear 
To dare you to the fight. 

But such as own no fear 
And glory in their might 



13^ 


The Book of Praise 

The Powers of Darkness are at hand , 
Resist, or bow to their command 

An arm of flesh must fail 
In such a strife as this , 

He only can prevail 
Whose arm immortal is 
’Tis Heaven itself the strength must yield, 
And weapons fit for such a field 

And Heaven supplies them too 
The Lord, who never fg^ints, 

Is greater than the foe, 

And He is with His saints 
Thus aim’d, they venture to the fight 7 
Thus arm’d, they put their foes to flight 

And, when the conflict’s past, 

On yonder peaceful shore 
They shall repose at last. 

And see their foes no more , 

The fruits of victory enjoy, 

And never more their arms employ 

Thomas Kelly 1809 


CXXI 

O Israel, to thy tents repair 
Why thus secure on hostile ground ^ 
Thy King commands the^to beware, 
For many foes thy camp surround 

The trumpet gives a martial straiC 
O Israel, gird thee for the fight ’ 
Arise, the combat to maintain. 

And put thine enemies to flight * 
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Thou shouldst not sleep, as others do , 

Awake , be vigilant , be brave * 

The coward, and the sluggard too, 

Must wear the fetters of the slave 

A nobler lot is cast for thee , 

A kingdom waits thee in the skies 
With such a hope, shall Israel flee. 

Or yield, through weariness, the prize ^ 

No ’ let a careless world repose 
And slumber an through life’s short day, 
While Israel to the conflict goes. 

And bears the glorious prize away » 

Thomas Kelly 1806 


CXXII 

Much in sorrow, oft m woe, 

Onward, Christians, onward go , 

Fight the fight, and, worn with strife, 
Steep with tears the Bread of Life 

Onward, Christians, onward go , 

Join the wai, and face the foe , 

Faint not * much doth yet remain , 
Dreary is the long campaign 

Shrink not, Christians ' will ye >ield ? 
Will ye quit the painful field ^ 

Will ye flee m dcinger’s hour ? 

Know ye not your Captain’s power ^ 

Let your drooping hearts be glad , 
March, in heavenly armour clad , 
Fight, nor think the battle long , 
Victory soon shall tune your song 
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How sweet the prospect is * 

It cheers the pilgrim’s breast ’ 

We’re journeying through the wildernessj 
But soon shall gain our rest ’ 

Hallelujah ’ 

We are on oar way to God ’ 

Thomas Kelly 1812 

cxxv 

When Israel, by Divine command, 

The pathless desert tiod, 

They found, though ’twas a barren land, 

A sure resource m God 

A cloudy pillar mark’d their road, 

And screen’d them from the heat f 

From the hard rocks their water flow’d, 

And manna was their meat 

Like them, we have a rest in view, 

Secure from adverse powers , 

Like them, we pass a desert too , 

And Israel’s God is ours 

His Word a light before us spreads 
By which our path we see , 

His Love, a banner o’er our heads, 

From harm preserves us free 

Jesus, the Biead of Life, is given 
To be our daily food , 

We drink a wondious stream from Heaven, 
’Tis water, wine, aiTd blood 

Lord f ’tis ei^ough f I ask no more. 

These blessings are Divine*, 

I envy not the worldling’s store, 

If Christ and Heaven are mine 

John Newton 1 779 
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Children of the Heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing , 

Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways ’ 

We are travelling home to God, 

In the wa} the Fathers trod , 

They are happy now , and we 
Soon their happiness shall see 

O ye banish’d seed, be glad * 
Chiist our Advocate is made , 

J s to save, our flesh assumes , 
Brother to our souls becomes 

Shout, ye little flock, and blest ’ 
You on Jesus’ Throne shall rest , 
There your seat is now prepared, 
There your kingdom and reward 

Lift your eyes, ye sons of Light ’ 
Zion’s city is m sight 
There our endless home shall be, 
There our Loid we soon shall see 

Fear not, brethren , joyful stand 
On the bordeis of your land , 

Jesus Christ, 4|rour Fathei^s Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on 

Lord^ obediently we go, 

Gladly leaving all below 
Only Thou our Leader be, 

And we stfll will follow Thee ’ 
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Seal our love, our labours end , 

Let us to Thy bliss ascend , 

Let us to Thy kingdom come , 

Lord * we long to be at home 

John Cenmck 1742 


cxxvn 

Awake, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the L%mb, 

Wake every heart and every tongue 
To praise the Saviour’s Name 

Smg of His dying love , 

Sing of His rising power , 

Sing how He intercedes above 
For those whose sms He bore. 

Sing, till we feel our hearts 
Ascending with our tongues , 

Sing, till the love of sm departs. 

And grace inspires our songs 

Smg on your heavenly way, 

Ye ransom’d sinners, sing , 

Sing on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ the eternal King 

Soon shall ye hear ?Iim say, 

Ye blessed^children, come , 

Soon will He call you hence srvay, 

And take his wanderers home 
Vanatton from William Hammond 1745 
By Martin Madan 1760 
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CXXVIII 

“ Te Iceta^ mundi Conditor"^ 

Thou, great Creator, art possest, 

And Thou alone, of endless rest , 

To angels only it belongs 

To lift to Thee their ceaseless songs 

But we must toil and toil again 
With ceaseless woe and endless pain , 

How then cai? we, in exile drear. 

Lift the glad song of glory here » 

Oh Thou, who wilt forgiving be 
To all who truly turn to Thee, 

Grant us to mourn the heavy cause 
Of all our woe. Thy broken laws 

Then to such salutary grief 

Let Faith and Hope bring due relief, 

And we, too, soon shall be possest 
Of ceaseless songs and endless rest 

John Chandler 1837 


cxxix 

Praise to the radiant Source of bliss, 
Who gives the blind their sight, 

And scatters remind their wond’rmg eyes 
A flood of sacred light 

In patfis unknown He leads them on 
To His Divine abode, 

And shows new miracles of grace 
Through all the heavenly road 
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The ways all rugged and perplexed 
He renders smooth and straight, 

And strengthens every feeble knee 
To march to Zion’s gate 

Through all the path I’ll sing His Name, 

Till I the Mount ascend, 

Where toils and storms are known no more, 
And anthems never end ’ 

Phihh.Doddndge 1755 


X 

THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS 
** The Communion of Saints ” {Apostles* Creed) 
CXXX 

When Chnst the Lord would come on earth, 
His messenger before Him went. 

The greatest born of mortal birth 
And charged with words of deep intent 

The least of all that here attend 
Hath honour greater far than he , 

He was the Bndegroomis joyful fnend. 

His Body and His Spouse are we 

A higher race, the sons of light, 

Of water and the Spint born , 

He the last star of parting night, 

And we the children of the mom 
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And, as he boldly spake Thy word, 

And joyed to hear the Bridegroom’s voice, 
Thus may Thy pastors teach, O Loid ’ 

And thus Thy hearing Church rejoice 

Henry Alford 1845 


CXXXT 

How rich Thy favours, God of grace, 

How various and Divine • 

Full as the ocean they are pour’d, 

And bright %s Heaven they shine 

He to eternal glory calls, 

^And leads the wondrous way 
- To His own Palace, where He reigns 
In uncreated day 

Jesus, the Herald of His love, 

Displays the radiant prize, 

And shows the purchase of His Blood 
To our admiring eyes 

He perfects what His hand begins, 

And stone on stone he lays, 

Till firm and fair the building rise 
A temple to His praise 

The songs of everlasting years 
That mercy sJjLall attend, 

Which leads, through sufferings of an hour, 
To joys that never end 

^ Phmp Doddridge 1755 
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CXWII 

PsuM lAXXIV 

Pkasant aic lh> courts above 
In the land of light and lo\e , 
Pleasant aic th> courts below 
In this land of sin and woe 
O, my spirit longs and faints 
For the convcise of Thy saints, 

For the brightness of TShy face, 

For Thy fulness, God of giace ’ 

Happy birds that sing and fly 
Round Th> altais, 0 Most High < 
Happier souls that find a lest 
In a Heavenly Father’s breast ’ 

Like the wandering dove, that found 
No repose on earth around, 

They can to their ark repair, 

And enjoy it ever there 

Happy souls’ their pi aiscs flow 
Even m this vale of woe , 

Waters m the deseit use, 

Manna feeds them from the skies 
On they go from strength to strength, 
Till they reach Thy throne at length, 

, At Thy feet adoring fiall, 

Who hast led them safe thiough all 

1 

Lord ’ be mine this prize to "^in ’ 
Puide me through a world of sm 
JCeep me by Thy saving grace , 

Give me at Thy side a place 
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Sun and Shield alike Thou art , 

Guide and guard my ernng heart ’ 

Grace and glory flow from Thee , 

Shower, O shower them, Lord, on me ’ 

Henry Francis Lyte 1834 

CXXXIII 

Psalm LXXXIV 

Lord of the worlds above, 

How pleasant and how fan 
The dwellings of Thy love, 

Thy earthly temples, are ’ 

To Thine abode 
My heart aspires 
With warm desires 
To see my God 

O happy souls that pray 
Where God appoints to hear ’ 

O happy men that pay 
Their constant service there < 

They praise Thee still , 

And happy the> 

That love the way 
To Sion’s hill 

They go from strength to strength 
Through this dark vale of tears, 

Till each arri)ges at length, 

TilPeach m Heaven appears 
O glorious seat, ^ 

When God our King 
Shall thither bring 
Our willing feet ’ 

L 2 


Isaac Watts 1719 
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CXXXIV 

’Tis Hea\en begun below 
To hear Christ’s praises flow 
In Zion, where His Name is known 
What will it be above 
To sing redeeming love, 

And cast our crowns before His throne ’ 

When we adore Him there, 

We shall be void of fear, 

Nor faith, nor hope, nor patience need 
Love wiU absorb us qufle, 

Love in the midst of light. 

On God’s eternal love shall feed 

Oh • what sweet company 
We then shall hear and see ’ 

What harmony will there abound ’ 

When souls unnumber’d sing 
The praise of Zion’s King, 

Nor one dissenting voice is found * 

With everlasting joy, 

Such as will never cloy, 

We shall be fill’d, nor wish for more , 

Bright as meridian day. 

Calm as the evening ray. 

Full as a sea without a shore 

Till that blest period come, 

^lon shall be my honfe , 

Aftd may I never thence remove, 

Till from th^ Church below 
To heaven at once I go, 

An^d there commune in perfect love ’ 

Joseph Swam 1792 
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cxxxv 

Lo * God IS here ’ Let us adore, 

And own, how dreadful is this place ’ 

Let all within us feel His power, 

And silent bow before His face * 

Who know His power, His grace who prove. 
Serve Him with awe, with reverence love 

Lo ’ God IS here ’ Him day and night 
Th’ united quires of angels sing 
To Him, enthrorfed above all height. 

Heaven’s hosts their noblest praises bring 
DiscJ^in not, Lord, our meaner song, 

Who praise Thee with a stammering tongue ’ 

Gladly the toys of earth we leave, 

Wealth, pleasure, fame, for Thee alone 
To Thee our will, soul, flesh, we give , 

0 take, O seal them for Thine own ’ 

Thou art the God * I hou art the Lord • 

Be Thou by all Thy works adoi ed ’ 

Being of beings, may our praise 
Thy courts with grateful fragrance AH , 
Still may we stand before Thy face, 

Still hear and do Thy sovereign will f 
To Thee may all our thoughts arise. 
Ceaseless, accepted sacrifice ’ 

In Thee*we move , all things of Thee 
Are full. Thou source an^ life of all * 

Thou vas^ unfathomable Sea > 

Fall prostrate, lost m wonder fall, 

Ye sons of men , for God is Man ’ 

All may we lose, so Thee we gam ^ 
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As flowers their opening leaves display, 

^ And glad drink in the solar fire, 

So may we catch Thy every ray, 

So may Thy influence us inspire , 

Thou Beam of the eternal Beam, 

Thou purging Fire , Thou quickening Flame ’ 
yohn Wesley 1 739 
From Gerhard Tersteegen 


CXXXVI 

Jesus, where’er Thy people meet, 

There they behold Thy mercy-seat , 
Where’er they seek Thee, Thou art found, 
And every place is hallowed ground 

For Thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind , 

Such ever bring Thee where they come. 
And going take Thee to their home 

Dear Shepherd of Thy chosen few, 

Thy former mercies here renew , 

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of Thy saving Name 

Here may we prove the power of prayer 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten care, 

To teach our faint desire^to rise. 

And bring all Heaven before our eyes 

Behold, at Thy commanding woru, 

We stretch the curtain and the cord , 

Come Thou, and fill this wider space/ 

And bless us with a large increase 
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Lord, we are few, but Thou art near , 

Nor short Thine arm, nor deaf Thine ear , 

O rend the heavens, come quickly down, 

And make a thousand hearts Thine own * 

William Couopei 1779 


CXXXVII 

The heaven of heavens cannot contain 
The Universal Lord , 

Yet He in humble hearts will deign 
To dwell and Se adored 

Whoe’er ascends the sacrifice 
Of fervent praise and prayer. 

Or on the earth, or in the skies. 

The Heaven of God is there 

His presence there is spread abroad 
Through realms, through worlds unknown , 
Who seeks the mercies of his God 
Is ever near His Throne 

William Drennan 1815 


cxxxvin 

How blest the sacred tie that binds, 

In union sweet, according minds , 

How swift the hea^ifenly course they lun. 

Whose hearts, whose faith, whose hopes are one^ 

To each tTTe soul of each how dear * 

What jealous love, what holy fear * 

How doth the generous fiame within 
Refine from earth, and cleanse from sin ^ 
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Their streaming tears together flow 
For human guilt and moital woe , 

Their ardent prayeis together rise 
Like mingling flames m sacrifice 

Together both they seek the place 
Wheie God reveals His awful face , 

How high, how strong, their raptures swell, 
There’s none but kindred souls can tell 

Nor shall the glowing flame expire, 

When nature droops her s^^kening fire , 

Then shall they meet in realms above , 

A heaven of joy, because of love 

A 7 tna Lmtitta Bafbaultt [1773 j 

cxxxix 

O qtmn juvat fratres, Dens 

0 Lord, how joyful ’tis to see 
The brethren join in love to Thee , 

On Thee alone their heart relies, 

Their only strength Thy grace supplies 

How sweet, within Thy holy place, 

With one accord to sing Thy giace, 

Besieging Thine attentive ear 
With ail the force of fervent prayer 

O may we love the house of God, 

Of peace and joy the blest abode , 

O may no angry strife destroy 
That sacred peace, that holy jo> 

The world without may rage, but we 
Will only cling more close to Thee, 

With hearts to Thee more wholly given, 

More wean’d from earth, more fix’d on Heaven 
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Lord, shower upon us from above 
The sacred gift of mutual love , 

Each other’s wants may we supply, 

And reign together in the sky 

John Chandler 1837 


CXL 

Come, let us join our friends above, 
That have (fbtain’d the prize, 

And on the eagle wings of love 
ffo joy celestial rise 
Let all the saints terrestrial sing 
With those to glory gone. 

For all the servants of oui King, 

In earth and Heaven, are one 

One family, we dwell in Him, 

One Church, above, beneath 
Though now divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of death 
One arm^ of the living God, 

To His command we bow , 

Part of His host hath cross’d the flood, 
And part is crossing now 

Ten thousand to their endless home 
This solemn moment fly , 

And we are to the margin come, 

And ge expect to die 
His militant embodied host 
With wishful looks we stand, 

And long to see that happy coast, 

And reach that heavenly land 
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Our old companions in distress 
We haste again to see, 

And eager long for our release 
And full felicity 

Even now by faith we join our hands 
With those that went before, 

And greet the blood-besprinkled bands 
On the eternal shore 

Our spints too shall quickly join, 

Like theirs with glory crown’d, 

And shout to see our Captain’s sign, 

To hear His trumpet sound 
Oh » that we now might grasp our Guide » 

Oh < that the word were given » 

Come, Lord of hosts ^ the waves divide, 

And land us all m Heaven * 

Charles Wesley 1759 


CXLI 

Hosanna to the Living Lord » 

Hosanna to the Incarnate Word » 

To Christ, Creator, Savioui, King, 

Let earth, let Heaven, Hosanna sing 

Hosanna ^ Lord * Hosann^ m the highest ' 

Hosanna,” Lord, Thine angels cry , 

‘‘ Hosanna,” Lord, Thy saints reply 
Above, beneath us, and around. 

The dead and living swell tlie sound 

Hosanna ' Lord f Hosanna in the highest » 

O Saviour, wit?* protecting caie 
Return to this Thy house of prayer. 

Assembled in Thy sacred Name, 

Where we Thy parting promise claim 

Hosanna ’ Lord ' Hosanna in the highest ^ 
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But, chiefest, m our cleansed breast, 

Eternal, bid Thy Spirit rest , 

And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee 

Hosanna ^ Lord ^ Hosanna in the highest ’ 

So, in the last and dreadful day, 

When earth and Heaven shall melt away, 

Thy flock, redeem’d from sinful stain. 

Shall swell the sound of praise again 

Hosanna ’ Lord • Hosanna in the highest * 
tshop Reginald Heber 1 8 1 1 


XI 

THE FORGIVENESS OF SINS 
** / acknowledge one Baptism for the Remission of Sins** 

CXLII 

Psalm CIII 

My soul, repeat His praise 
Whose mercies are so great, 

Whose anger is so slow to rise. 

So ready to abate 

High as the heavens are raised 
Above the ground we tread. 

So far the rushes of His grace 
Our highest thoughts exceed 

His power subdues our sms , 

And His forgiving love. 

Far as the east is from the west, 

Doth all our guilt remove 
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The pity of the Lord 
To those that fear His Name, 

Is such as tender parents feel , 

He knows our feeble frame 

Our days are as the grass, 

Or like the morning flower , 

If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field, 

It withers in an hour 

But Thy compassions, Lord, 

To endless years enchire. 

And children’s children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure 

Isaac Wlitts 1719 


CXLIII 

There is a fountain fill’d with blood 
Drawn from Emmanuel’s veins , 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his dav , 

And there have I, as vile as he. 

Wash’d all my sins away 

Dear dying Lamb ’ Thy precious Blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransom’d Church of God 
Be saved, to sm no more 

E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme. 
And shall be till I die 
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Then m a nobler, sweeter song 
ril sing Thy power to save, 

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave 

Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared, 
Unworthy though I be, 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 

A golden harp for me 

’Tis strung, and tuned for endless years, 
And form’d by power divine, 

To sound in God the Father’s ears, 

No other Name but Thine 

William Cowper 

CXLIV 

Jesu, Thou art my Righteousness, 

For all my sms were Thine , 

Thy death hath bought of God my peace, 
Thy life hath made Him mine 

Spotless and just in Thee I am , 

I feel my sms forgiven , 

I taste salvation m Thy Name, 

And antedate my heaven 

For ever here my rest shall be. 

Close to Thy bleeding side , 

This all my hope> and all my plea, 

For Ihe the Saviour died ’ 

My dyif% Saviour and my God, 

Fountain for guilt and sin, 

Sprinkle me ever with Thy Blood, 

And cleanse and keep me clean I 
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Wash me, and make me thus Thine own , 
Wash me, and mine Thou art ’ 

Wash me, but not my feet alone 
My hands, my head, my heart ' 

Th’ atonement of Thy Blood apply, 

Till faith to sight improve , 

Till hope in full fruition die, 

And all my soul be love 

Charles Wesley 1 740, 


CXLV 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee ’ 

Let the water and the blood, 

From Thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sm the double cuie, 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power 

Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands , 

Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow. 

All for sm could not atone , 

Thou must save, and Thou alone 

Nothing in my hand I bring 
Simply to Xhy Cross I cling , 
Naked, come to Thee for dr'^s , 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace , 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly , 

Wash me, Saviour, or I die ’ 
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While I draw this fleeting breath, 

When my eyestnngs break in death, 
When I soar through tracts unknown. 

See Thee on Thy judgment-throne , 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 

Let me hide myself in Thee ' 

Aiigustits Montague Toplady 1776 

CXLVT 

God of my salvation, hear. 

And help ftie to believe , 

Simply do I now draw near, 

Thy blessing to receive 
Full of guilt, alas * I am. 

But to Thy wounds for refuge flee , 

Friend of sinners • spotless Lamb ’ 

Thy Blood was shed for me 

Standing now as newly slain, 

To Thee I lift mine eye , 

Balm of all my grief and pain. 

Thy Blood is always nigh , 

Now as yesterday the same 
Thou art, and wilt for ever be , 

Friend of sinners ’ spotless Lamb ^ 

Thy Blood was shed for me 

Nothing have I, Lord, to pay. 

Nor can Thy grace procure , 

Empty send me not away. 

For I, Thou knoVst^am poor 
Dust^nd ashes is my name, 

My all IS sin and misery , 

Friend of sinners ’ spotless Lamb ^ 

Thy Blood was shed for me 
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No good work, or word, oi thought, 

Bung I to gam Thy grace , 

Pardon I accept unbought, 

Thy proffer I embrace , 

Coming, as at first I came, 

To take, and not bestow on Thee , 

Friend of sinners ’ spotless Lamb ’ 

Thy Blood was shed for me 

Saviour ’ from Thy wounded side 
I never will depart , 

Here will I my spirit hi^e 
When I am pure in heait 
Till my place above I claim. 

This only shall be all my plea, 

Friend of sinners ’ spotless Lamb ♦ 

Thy Blood was shed for me 

Charles Wesley 1742 


cxLvn 

Just as I am, without one plea 
But that Thy Blood was shed for me, 

And that Thou bidd^st me come to Thee, 

0 Lamb of God, I come ’ 

Just as I am, and waiting not 
To nd my soul of one dark blot, 

To Thee, whose Blood c^n cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come ’ 

r* 

Just as I am, though toss’d abour 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings and fears within, without, 

O Lamb of God, I come * 
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Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind, 

Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 

Yea, all I need, in Thee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come ’ 

Just as I am, Thou wilt receive, 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ^ 

Because Thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come • 

Just as I am, (Thy Love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down,) 

Now, to be Thine, •yea. Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come ’ 

Just 3 lsJl am, of that free love 

The breadth, length, depth, and height to prove, 

Here for a season, then above, 

O Lamb of God, I come ’ 

Chai lotte Elliott 1 836 

cxLvni 

When wounded sore the stricken soul 
Lies bleeding and unbound. 

One only hand, a piercM hand. 

Can salve the sinner’s wound 

When sorrow swells the laden breast, 

And tears of anguish flow. 

One only heart, a broken heart, 

Can feel the sinner’s woe 

When penitence has wept in vain 
Over some foul dark spot. 

One only#^tream, a stream ?)f blood. 

Can wash away the blot 

’Tis Jesus’ blood that washes white, 

His hand that brings relief, 

M 
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His heart that^s touch d with all oai joys 
And feeleth for oui grief 

Lift up Th> bleeding hand, 0 Lord , 

Unseal that cleansing tide , 

We have no shelter fiom our sin, 

But in Thy wounded side 

Cecil Frances A lexandei [1858] 


XII 

RESURRECTION AND ETERNAL LIFE 

And I look fo} thu Rcsih > cction of the dea<i^nd the. 
Life oj the %mld to come Imen ” 

CXLIX 

Eaith to eaith, and dust to dust, 

Loid, we own the sentence just , 

Head and tongue, and hand and heai t, 

All m guilt have borne their part , 

Righteous IS the common doom, 

All must moulder in the tomb 

Like the seed in spimg-time sown, 

Like the leaves in autumn strown, 

Low these goodly fiames must he, 

All our pomp and glory die , 

Soon the Spoiler seeks his prey, 

Soon he bears us all away 

Yet the seed, upraised again, 

Clothes with g^en the smiling plain , 
Onwaid as the seasons move, 

Leaves and blossoms deck the giove , 

And shall we forgotten lie, 

Lost for ever, when we die ? 
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Lord, from Nature’s gloomy night 
Turn we to the Gospel’s light , 

Thou didst triumph o’er the grave, 

Thou wilt all Thy people save , 

Ransom’d by Thy Blood, the just 
Rise immortal from the dust 

John Hampden Gurney 183s* 

CL 

O God, Thy grace and blessing give 
To us, whc^on thy Name attend, 

That we this moital life may li\e 
Regardful of our journey’s end 

Teach us to know that Jesus died, 

And rose again, our souls to save , 

Teach us to take Him as our Guide, 

Our Help from childhood to the grate 

Then shall not death with ten 01 come, 

But welcome as a bidden guest, 

The herald of a better home, 

The messenger of peace and rest 

And, when the awful signs appear 
Of Judgment, and the Throne above 
Our hearts still fix’d, we shall not fear, 

God IS our trust , and God is Love 

Anon [1853 ] 


CLT 

DeareSc of names, our Lord, oui King ’ 
Jesus, Thy praise we humbly smg 
In cheerful songs we’ll spend our breath. 
And m Thee tnumph o\er death 
M 2 
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Death is no moie among our foes, 

Since Christ, the mighty Conqueror, rose , 
Both power and sting the Saviour broke , 
He died, and gave the finish’d stroke 


Saints die, and we should gently weep , 
Sweetly in Jesus’ arms they sleep , 

Fai from this world of sin and woe. 

Nor sin, nor pain, nor grief, they know 

Death no ternfic foe appears , 

An angel’s lovely form he wears , 

A friendly messenger he proves 
To every soul whom Jesus loves 

Death IS a sleep , and O ' how sweet 
To souls prepared its stroke to meet ' 

Then dying beds, their graves are blest. 
For all to them is peace and rest 

Their bodies sleep , their souls take wing, 
Upnse to Heaven, and theie they sing 
With joy before the Saviour’s face. 
Triumphant in victorious grace 

Soon shall the earth’s remotest bound 
Feel the Archangel’s trumpet sound , 

Then shall the grave’s dark caverns shake. 
And joyful all the saints shall wake- 


Bodiesiand souls shall then unite. 
Arrayed in glory, strong and bright , 
And all His saints will Jesus bung 
His face to see. His love to sing 
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0 may I live, with Jesus nigh, 

And sleep in Jesus when I die * 

Then, joyful, when fiom death I wake, 

1 shall eteinal bliss partake 

Sainuel Medley 1 800 


CLII 

We sing His love, Who once was slain. 

Who soon o’er death levived again. 

That all His stints through Him might have 
Eternal conquests o’er the grave 
Soon shall the trumpet sound, and we 
Shall rise to immortality 

The saints, who now with Jesus sleep, 

His own Almighty powei shall keep, 

Till dawns the bright illustrious day 
When death itself shall die away 

Soon shall the trumpet sound, and w?' 
Shall rise to immortality 

How loud shall our glad voices sing, 

When Christ His nsen saints shall bung 
From beds of dust, and silent clay, 

To realms of everlasting day ’ 

Soon shall the trumpet sound, and we 
Shall rise to immortality 

When*Jesus we m glory meet. 

Our utjpost joys shall be*complete , 

When landed on that heavenly shore, 

Death and the curse will be no more 
Soon shall the trumpet sound, and we 
Shall use to immortality 
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Hasten, dear Lord, the glorious day, 

And this delightful scene display, 

When all Thy saints from death shall rise 
Raptured in bliss beyond the skies ’ 

Soon shall the trumpet sound, and we 
Shall rise to immortality 

Rowland Htll 1796 


CLIII 

My life’s a shade, my da} s 
Apace to death decline , 

My Loid IS Life, He’ll laise 
My dust again, ev’n mine 
Sweet truth to me * 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
My Saviour see 

My peaceful grave shall keep 
My bones till that sweet day 
I wake from my long sleep 
And leave my bed of clay 
Sweet truth to me ’ 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
My Saviour see 

My Lord His angels shall 
Their golden trumpets sound, 
At whose most welcome call 
My grave sTTall be unbound , 
Sweet truth to me ’ 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
Saviour seCt 
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I said sometimes with tears, 

Ah me ^ Fm loth to die • 

Lord, silence Thou these fears 
My life’s with Thee on high 
Sweet truth to me ’ 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
My Saviour see 

What means my trembling heait, 

To be thus^shy of death ^ 

My Life and I sha’nt part. 

Though I resign my breath 
Sweet truth to me • 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
My Saviour see 

Then welcome, harmless gi ave ’ 

By thee to heaven I’ll go 
My Lord His death shall save 
Me from the flames below 
Sweet truth to me ’ 

I shall arise, 

And with these eyes 
My Saviour see 

S annuel Crossman 1664 


CLIV 

Why Si) we mourn depaitmg friends, 
Or shake at death’s alarms ? 

’Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 
To call them to His arms 
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Aie we not tending upwaid too, 

As fast as tune can move ^ 

Nor would we wish the houis more slow 
1 o keep us from our love 

Why should we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb ? 

There the dear flesh of Jesus lay. 

And left a long perfume 

The graves of all His saints He bless’d, 

And softened every bed 

Where should the dying members rest, 

But with the dying Head ^ 

Thence He arose, ascending high, 

And showed our feet the way , 

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly 
At the great rising day 

Then let the last loud trumpet sound, 

And bid our kindred rise 

Awake, ye nations under ground ' 

Ye saints, ascend the skies • 

Isaac Wath 1709 


CLV 

Spirit ’ leave thine house of clay ' 
Lingering dust, resign thy breath ’ 
Spirit ’ cast thy chains away ’ 

Dust, be teu dissolved in death f 
Thus the Almighty Saviour speaks, 
While the faithful Chiistian dies , 
Thus the bonds of life he breaks, 
And the ransomed captive flies, 
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Prisoner, long detained below , 

Prisoner, now with freedom blest , 
Welcome from a world of woe, 

Welcome to a Land of Rest ’ 

Thus the choir of angels sing. 

As they bear the soul on high, 

While with hallelujahs ring 
All the regions of the sky 

Grave, the guardian of oui dust ’ 

Grave, the treasury of the skies ^ 

Every atom of thy trust 
Rests m hope again to rise 
Itorki the Judgment trumpet calls 
Soul, rebuild thy house of clay. 
Immortality thy walls. 

And Eternity thy day ’ 

Variation [1812] 
From y antes Montgomery 1803 

CLVI 

Deathless principle, arise ’ 

Soar, thou native of the skies , 

Pearl of price, by Jesus bought, 

To His glorious likeness wrought * 

Go, to shine before His throne , 

Deck his mediatorial crown , 

Go, His tniypiphs to adorn , 

Made for God, to God return » 

Lo,^He beckons froui un high ’ 

Fearless to His presence fly ^ 

Thine the merit of His Blood , 

Thine the Righteousness of God 
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Angels, jo>fui to attend, 

Ho\eiing round thy pillow, bend. 
Wait to catch the signal gu en 
And escort thee quick to He'i\en 

Is thy earthly house distrest, 

Willing to retain her guest ^ 

’Tis not thou, but she, must die , 

Fly, celestial tenant, fly t 

Burst thy shackles, ditip thy clay, 
Sweetly breathe thyself away , 
Singing, to th> crown remove, 

Swift of wing, and fired with love^ 

Shudder not to pass the stream , 
Venture all thy caie on Him , 

Him, whose dying love and power 
Stiird Its tossing, hush’d its roar 

Safe IS the expanded wave, 

Gentle as a summer’s eve , 

Not one object of His care 
Ever suffered shipwreck there 

See the haven full in view , 

Love Divine shall bear thee thiough , 
Trust to that propitious gale , 

Weigh thy anchor, spread thy sail 

Saints, in glory perfect made, 

Wait thy passage through the shade 
Ardent for thy coming o’er, 

See, they throng the blissful shore I 
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Mount, their transports to improve , 

Join the longing choir above , 

Swiftly to their wish be given , 

Kindle higher joy m Heaven ’ 

Such the prospects that arise 
To the dying Chnstian’s eyes , 

Such the glorious vista faith 
Opens through the shades of death 

Augustus Montague Toplady 1777 


CLVII 

Happy soul ' thy days are ended, 

All thy mourning days below , 

Go, by angel guards attended, 

To the sight of Jesus go ’ 

Waiting to receive thy spirit, 

Lo, the Saviour stands above, 

Shews the pui chase of His merit, 

Reaches out the crown of love * 

Struggle thiough thy latest passion 
To thy dear Redeemer's breast, 

To His uttermost salvation, 

To His everlasting rest ’ 

For the joy He sets before thee, 

Be^r a momtfhtaiy pain , 

Die, to live the life of glory , 

SuSpr, with thy Lord^to reign < 

Charles Wesley 1749 



172 


The Took of P) aise 


CLVIII 

The wa\ es of trouble, how they rise, 

How loud the tempests loar ’ 

But death shall land our weary souls 
Safe on the heavenly shore 

There, to fulfil His sweet commands, 

Our speedy feet shall move , 

No sin shall clog our winged zeal, 

Or cool our burning love 

Theie shall we sit, and sing, and tell 
The wonders of His grace, 

Till heavenly laptures file oui hearts. 

And smile m eveiy face 

For ever His dear sacred Name 
Shall dwell upon our tongue. 

And Jesus ^nd salvation be 
The close of e\eiy song 

Isaac Watts 1709 


CLIX 

Ye golden lamps of heaven, farewell, 
With all your feeble light 
Farewell, thou ever-ch^iging moon, 

Pale empress of the night 

And thou, refulgent orb of day. 

In brighter flames array’d , 

My soul, that springs beyond thy sphere. 
No more demands thine aid 
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Ye stars are but the shining dust 
Of my divine abode, 

The pavement of those heavenly courts 
Where I shall reign with God 

The Father of eternal light 
Shall there His beams display, 

Nor shall one moment’s darkness mix 
With that unvaried day 

No more the ckops of piercing grief 
Shall swell into mine eyes , 

Nor the meridian sun decline 
59 hiid those brighter skies 

There all the millions of His saints 
Shall m one song unite, 

And each the bliss of all shall view 
With infinite delight 

Philip Doddndge 1755 


CLX 

Far from these narrow scenes of night 
Unbounded glories rise, 

And realms of infinite delight, 
Unljnown to jSiortal eyes 

Fail distant land , coulcTmortal ejes 
But half Its joys explore, 

How would our spirits long to use, 
And dwell on earth no more ’ 
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Theiepam and sickness ne\er come, 
And grief no more complains 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And endless pleasure reigns 

No cloud those blissful regions know. 
For ever bright and fair , 

For sin, the source of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there 

There no alternate night is known, 
Nor sun’s faint sickly ray , 

But glory from the sacred Throne' 
Spreads everlasting day 

The glorious monarch there displays 
His beams of wondrous grace , 

His happy subjects smg His praise, 
And bow before His face 

O may the hea\enly piospect file 
Our hearts with ardent love, 

Till wings of faith and strong desire 
Bear e\eiy thought above ’ 

Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine, 
For Thy bright courts on high , 
Then bid our spirits rise, and join 
The chorus of the skj 


Anne Steele 1760 
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CLXI 

Theie is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign, 

Infinite day excludes the night, 

And pleasures banish pain 

There evei lasting spring abides, 

And never withering flowers , 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This hea\eiily land from ours 

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
'"^tand dress’d in living green 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood. 

While Jordan roll’d between 

But timorous moitals start and shrink 
To cross this nairow sea. 

And lingei shi\eiing on the brink, 

And fear to launch away 

O f could we make our doubts remove, 
These gloomy doubts that nse, 

And see the Canaan that we love 
With unbeclouded eyes , 

Could we but climb where Moses stood. 

And view th% landscape o’er , 

Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold flood. 
Should fright us fronnithe shore 

Isaac Watts 1709 



The Book of Praise 


CLXir 

There is a blessed Home 
Beyond this land of woe, 

Where trials never come, 

Nor tears of sorrow flow , 

Where faith is lost in sight, 

And patient hope is crown’d, 

And everlasting light 
Its glory throws around 

There is a land of peace. 

Good angels knoi^ it well , 

Glad songs that never cease 
Within Its portals swell , 

Around its glorious Throne 
Ten thousand saints adore 
Christ, with the Father One, 

And Spirit, evermoie 

0 joy all joys beyond, 

To see the Lamb who died, 

And count each sacred wound 
In hands, and feet, and side , 

To give to Him the praise 
Of every triumph won. 

And sing through endless days 
The great things He hath done 

Look up, ye saints of God, 

Nor fear to tread below 
The path your Saviour trod 
Of daily toil ana woe , 

Wait but a little while 
In uncomplaining love, 

His own most gracious smile 
Shall welcome yOu above 

Sir Henry Williams Baker iS6i 
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CLXTII 

The roseate hues of early dawn, 

The brightness of the day, 

The crimson of the sunset sky, 

How fast they fade away f 
Oh ^ for the pearly gates of heaven ^ 

Oh ’ foi the golden floor • 

Oh f for the Sun of Righteousness 
That settet^ nevermore * 

The highest hopes we cherish here, 

^ow fast they tire and faint ' 

How many a spot defiles the robe 
That wraps an earthly saint > 

Oh f for a heait that nevei sins ^ 

Oh * foi a soul wash’d white ' 

Oh ' for a voice to praise our King, 

Nor weaiy day or night ’ 

Heie faith is ours, and hea\enly hope. 

And grace to lead us higher 
But theie are perfectness and peace 
Beyond our best desire 
Oh f by Th> love and anguish, Lord ^ 

Oh ^ by rhy life laid down ’ 

Oh ' that we fall not from Thy grace 
Nor cast away our crown * 

C ecz^ Frances A lexander [1853] 


CL3CIV 

Friend after friend departs , 
Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts, 
N 
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That finds not here an end 
Were this frail world our only rest, 

Living or dying, none weie blest 

Beyond the flight of time, 

Beyond this vale of death, 

There suiely is some blessed clime, 
Where life is not a breath. 

Nor iites affections transient fiie, 

Whose sparks fly upwards to expiie 

There is a world abov-e, 

Where parting is unknown , 

A whole eternity of love, 

Form’d for the good alone 
And faith beholds the dying heie 
Translated to that happiei sphere 

Thus stai by stai declines 
Till all are pass’d away, 

As morning high and highei shines 
To pure and perfect day , 

Nor sink those stars in empty night , 

They hide themselves m heaven’s own light 
James Montgomery 1824 


CLXV 

Rise, my soul, and stietch thy wings, 
Thy better portion, trace , 

Rise from transitory ^things 
Towards (heaven, thy native place 
Sun and moon and stars decay , 
Time shall soon this earth remove , 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 
To seats prepaied above 
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Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course , 

Fire ascending seeks the sun , 

Both speed them to their source 
So my soul, derived fiom God, 

Pants to view His glorious face. 

Forward tends to His abode, 

To rest in His embrace 

Fly me Riches, fly me Cares, 

Whilst I that coast explore , 

Flattering world, with all thy snares, 

Solicit me no more ’ 

Jg^lgnms fix not here their home , 

Strangers tarry but a night , 

When the last dear morn is come, 

They’ll nse to joyful light 

Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn , 

Press onward to the prize , 

Soon our Saviour will return 
Triumphant in the skies 
Yet a season, and you know 
Happy entrance will be given, 

All our sorrows left below. 

And earth exchanged for heaven 

Robert Seagrave 1748. 
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We seek a rest beyond the skies, 

In everlasting day , 

Thiough floods and flames the passage lies, 
But Jesus guards the way 
The swelling flood, and raging flame. 

Hear and obey His word , 

Then let us triumph in His Name , 

Our Saviour is the Loid ’ 

yoJm Newton 1 779 


CLXVII 

There is an hour, when I must part 
With all I hold most deai , 

And life, with its best hopes, will then 
As nothingness appear 

There is an hour, when I must lie 
Low on affliction's bed. 

And anguish, pain, and tears become 
My bitter daily bread 

There is an hour, when I must sink 
Beneath the stroke of death, 

And yield to Him, gave it first, 
My struggling vital breath 

There is an hour, when I must stand 
Before the judgment seat, 

And all my sms, and all my foes. 

In awful vision meet 
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There is an hour, when I must look 
On one eternit>, 

And nameless woe, or blissful life, 

My endless portion be 

O Saviour, then, in all my need, 

Be near, be neai to me , 

And let my soul, in stedfast faith. 

Find life and Heaven in Thee * 

Andiew Reed 1842 


cLxvni 

Psalm XC 

Our God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stoimy blast, 
And oui eternal home 

Under the shadow of Thy Throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure , 
Sufficient IS Thine arm alone. 

And our defence is sure 

Before the hills m order stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 

Frqjn everlasting Thou art God, 

To endless*years the same 

A thousand ages in Thy sight 
Are like an evening gone , 

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun 
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The busy tribes of flesh and blood, 

With all their lives and cares, 

Are earned downwards by Thy flood, 

And lost in following yeais 

Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 

Bears all its sons away , 

They fl> forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day 

Our God, our help in ^^s past , 

Our hope for years to come , 

Be Thou our guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal home * 

Isaac Watts 1719 


END OF PART L 



PART II. 

HYMNS ARR4NGED ACCORDING TO THE 
SUBJECTS OF THE LORD’S PRAYER 




PART THE SECOND 


“LORD, TEACH US TO PRAY” 

iJLuke \i 


CLXTX 

Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire. 
Utter’d, *or iinexpress’d , 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles m the breast 

Prayer is the buithen of a sigh, 

The falling of a teai, 

The upward glancing of the eye, 

When none but God is near 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try , 

Prayer the subjimest strains that reach 
Tlfb Majest)i on high 

Praydt is the contrite sinner’s voice 
Returning from his ways, 

While angels in their songs lejoice, 
And cry, Behold, he prays ’ 
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Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, 

The Christian’s native air , 

His watchword at the gates of death , 

He enters Heaven with prayer 

The saints, in prayer, appear as one 
In word, and deed, and mind , 

While with the Father and the Son 
Sweet fellowship they find 

Nor prayer is made by man alone 
The Holy Spirit pleacfs , 

And Jesus, on the eternal Throne, 

For mourners intercedes 

O Thou, by Whom we come to God ♦ 

The Life, the Truth,* the Way’ 

The path of prayer Thyself hast trod 
Lord ’ teach us how to pray ’ 

James Montgomery 1819 


I 

“OUR FATHER, WHICH ART IN HEAVEN, 
HALLOWED BE THY NAME” 

CLXX ^ 

Psalm LX-III 

O God, Thou art my God alone'", 

Early to Thee my soul shall cry ; 

A pilgrim in a land unknown, 

A thirsty land whose springs are dry 
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Oh ' that it were as it hath been ’ 

When, praying in the holy place, 

Thy power and glory I have seen, 

And marked the footsteps of Thy grace ’ 

Yet, through this rough and thorny maze, 

I follow hard on Thee, my God 
Thine hand unseen upholds my ways , 

I safely tread wheie Thou hast trod 

Thee, in the patches of the night, 

When I remember on my bed. 

Thy Presence makes the darkness light, 

-?rhy guardian wings are round my head 

Better than life itself Thy love. 

Dearer than all beside to me 
For whom have I in Heaven above, 

Or what on earth compaied to Thee^ 

Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice. 

For all Thy mercy I will give , 

My soul shall still in God rejoice , 

My tongue shall bless Thee vhile I live 
James Montgomety 1822 


,CLXXT 

PsAlm CXLV 

My rfod, my King, Thy various piaise 
Shall fill the remnant of my days , 

Thy grace employ my humble tongue, 
Till death and glory raise the song 
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The wings of every hour shall bear 
Some thankful tribute to Thine ear, 

And every setting sun shall see 
New works of duty done for Thee 

Thy truth and justice I’ll proclaim , 

Thy bounty flows, an endless stream , 

Thy mercy swift, Thine anger slow, 

But dreadful to the stubborn foe 

But who can speak Thy wondrous deeds ^ 

Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds , 

Vast and unsearchable ThJ^ ways, 

Vast and immortal be Thy praise f 

Isaac W^s 1719 


CLXXILr 

Psalm CXXXIX 

Lord, Thou hast form’d mine every part. 

Mine inmost thought is known to Thee , 
Each word, each feeling of my heart. 

Thine ear doth hear. Thine eye can see 

Though I should seek the shades of night. 

And hide myself in guilty fear, 

To Thee the darkness seems as light. 

The midnight as the noonday clear 

The heavens, the earth, the sea, the sky, 

All own Thee evei present there , 

Where’er I turn, Thou still art nigh. 

Thy Spint dwelling eve;rywhere 

Oh may that Sp^nt, ever blest, ^ 

Upon my soul m radiance shine. 

Till, welcomed to eternal rest, 

I taste Th> Presence, Lord Divine < 

Bohc} t A Uan Scoti 1 839 
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CTXXITT 

When all Thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys, 

Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise 

O how shall words with equal waimth 
The gratitude declare, 

Th^ glows within my ravish’d heait ’ 
But Thou canst read it there 

Thy Providence my life sustain’d. 

And all my wants rediest, 

When m the silent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the breast 

To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy meicy lent an ear, 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had leaint 
To form themselves in prayer 

Unnumbered comforts to my soul 
Thy tender care bestowed. 

Before my infan^ heart conceived 
Fro^ whence.these comforts flowed 

When Tn the slippery paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man 
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Through hidden dangers, toils, and death. 

It gently clear’d my way , 

And through the pleasing snares of vice, 
More to be fear’d than they 

When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou 
With health renew’d my face , 

And, when in sms and sonows sunk, 
Revived my soul with grace 

Thy bounteous hand wi1jj|;i worldly bliss 
Has made my cup run o’er , 

And in a kind and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my store 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ , 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart 
That tastes those gifts with joy 

Through every peiiod of my life 
Thy goodness I’ll pursue , 

And after death, in distant woilds, 

The glorious theme renew 

When natuie fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore 

Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful soSg I’ll raise 
But O ’ eternity’s too shoit 
To utter all Thy praise ’ 

Joseph A ddison 1712 
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II 

^^THY KINGDOM COME’ 

CLXXIV 

Lord f come away ’ 

Why dost Thou stay ^ 

Thy road is ready , and Thy paths made straight 
With longing expectation wait 
The consecration of*Thy beauteous feet ’ 

Ride on triumphantly < Behold, we lay 
Our lusts and proud wills xn Thy way » 

Hosanna ' Welcome, to our hearts • Lord, here 
Thou hast a temple tqg , and full as dear 
As that of Sion, and as full of sin 
Nothing but thieves and robbeis dwell theiem 
Enter, and chase them foith, and cleanse the floor ^ 
Crucify them, that they may never more 
Profane that holy place 
Where Thou hast chose to set Thy face 
And then, if our stiff tongues shall be 
Mute in the praises of Thy Deity, 

The stones out of the temple wall 
Shall cry aloud, and call 

Hosanna ’ and Thy glonous footsteps greet ’ Amen ^ 
Bishop Jeremy Taylor 1655. 


CLXXV 

jesus, Thy Chuich with longing eyes 
For Thy expected coming waits , 
When ^vill the promised light arise, 
And glory beam from Zioff s gates > 
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Ev’n now, when tempests round us fall, 

And wintry clouds o’ercast the sky, 

Thy words with pleasure we recall, 

And deem that oui redemption’s nigh 

Come, gracious Loid, oui heaits lenew, 

Oui foes repel, our wrongs lediess, 

Man’s looted enmity subdue, 

And crown Thy Gospel with success 

0 come, and leign o’er every land , 

Let Satan from his throve be hurl’d , 

All nations bow to Thy command, 

And grace revive a dying woild • 

Yes, Thou wilt speedily appear ’ 

The smitten earth alrd 5 .dy reels , 

And not far off we seem to heai 
The thunder of Thy chariot wheels 

Teach us m w^atchfulness and piayer 
To wait for the appointed hour , 

A.nd fit us by Thy grace to shaie 
The triumphs of Thy conquering powei 

William Hiley Bathu} st 1831 


CLXXvn 

Light of the lonely pilgrim’s heart, 
Star of the coming day • 

Anse, and with Thy morning beams 
Chase all our griefs away ’ 
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Come, blessed Lord ’ let every shore 
And answering island sing 
The praises of Thy royal name, 

And own Thee as their King. 

Bid the whole earth, responsive now 
To the bright world above, 

Break forth in rapturous strains of joy 
In memory of Thy love 

Lord, Lord * Thy fair creation groans 
The air, the eaith, the sea, 

In unison witS all our hearts, 

And calls aloud for Thee 

Th^he was the Cross, with all its fruits 
Of grace and peace divine 
Be Thine the cr^wn of glory now, 

The palm of victory Thine ’ 

Sti Edward Denny ^ 1848 


CLXXVII 

O Saviour ^ is Thy promise fled 
Nor longer might Thy grace endure 
To heal the sick, and raise the dead, 

And preach the Gospel to the poor ^ 

Come, Jesus, come ’ letiirn again , 

With brighter beam Thy servants bless, 
Who iong to fedl Thy perfect reign, -- 
And share Tliy kingdom's happiness * 

A feebTe race, by passion driven, 

In darkness and m doubt we roam, 

And lift our anxious eyes to Heaven, 

Our hope, our haibour, and our home 
o 
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Yet, ’mid the wild and wintry gale, 

"V^en death rides darkly o’er the sea, 

And strength and earthly daring fail, 

Our prayers, Redeemer ♦ rest on Thee 

Come, Jesus, come • and as of yore 
The prophet went to clear Thy way, 

A harbinger Thy feet before, 

A dawmng to Thy brighter day , 

So now may grace, with heavenly shower, 

Our stony hearts foi truth prepare , 

Sow m our souls the seed of power, 

Then come, and reap Thy harvest there ♦ 

Bishop Reginald Heber iSi i 


CLXXVIII 

0 Spirit of the living God 1 
In all Thy plenitude of grace, 

Where’er the foot of man hath trod, 
Descend on our apostate race ’ 

Give tongues of fire and hearts of love 
To preach the reconciling word , 

Give power and unction from above. 
Whene’er the joyful sound is heard 

Be darkness, at Thy coming, Light , 
Confusion, order in Thy path , 

Souls without strength inspire with might \ 
Bid mercy triumph-over wrath 

O Spmt of the Lord * prepare^ 

All the round earth her God to meet , 
Breathe Thou abroad like morning air, 

TiE hearts of stone begin to beat 
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Baptize the nations far and nigh , 

The triumphs of Thy Cross recoid , 

The name of Jesus glorify, 

Till every kindred call Him Lord 

James Montgomery 1825 


CLXXIX 

Speed Thy servants, Saviour, speed them ’ 
Thou art Lord of winds and waves 
They were bouijjd, but Thou hast freed them , 
Now they go to free the slaves 
Be Thou with them f 
Ti^ Thine arm alone that saves 

Friends and hom^and all forsaking, 

Lord ’ they go, at Thy command , 

As their stay Thy promise taking, 

While they traverse sea and land * 

O be with them ^ 

Lead them safely by the hand * 

Speed them through the mighty ocean^ 

In the dark and stormy day. 

When the waves in wild commotion 
Fill all others with dismay 
Be Thou with them » 

Drive their terrors far away 

When they reach flie land of strangers, 

And the prospect dark ajjpears, 

Nothing %een but toils and dangers, 

Nothing felt but doubts and fears , 

Be Thou with them ^ 

Hear their sighs, and count their teaf? 

O 2 
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When they think of home, now dearer 
Than it ever seem’d before, 

Bring the promised glory nearer , 

Let them see that peaceful shore, 

Where Thy people 
Rest from toil, and weep no more ’ 

Where no fruit appears to cheer them, 

And they seem to toil in vain, 

Then in mercy, Lord, draw near them. 

Then their sinking hope^ sustain 
Thus supported. 

Let their zeal revive again I 

In the midst of opposition 
Let them trust, O Lo^, in Thee 
When success attends their mission, 

Let Thy servants humbler be 
Never leave them, 

Till Thy face in Heaven they see , 

There to reap, in joy for ever, 

Fruit that grows from seed here sown , 
There to be with Him, Who never 
Ceases to preserve His own, 

And with tnumph 
Sing a Saviour’s grace alone ’ 

Thomas Kelly 1836 
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CLXXX 

Thou, Whose Almighty word 
Chaos and darkness heard, 

And took their flight , 

Hear us, we humbly pray , 

And, where the gospel’s day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 

Let there be light » 

Thou, Who didst come to bring 
On Thy redeeming wing 
Healing and sight, 

Health to the sick in mind, 

Sight to the a^ly blind. 

Oh, now to aU mankind 
Let there be light ’ 

Spirit of truth and love, 
Life-giving, holy Dove, 

Speed forth Thy flight * 

Move on the waters’ face 
Beanng the lamp of grace, 

And in earth’s darkest place 
Let there be light » 

Holy and blessed Three, 

Glorious Trinity, 

Wisdom, ^ove, Might ’ 
Boundless as ocean’s |ide 
RoBing m fullest pride, 

Through the earth, far and wide, 
Let there be light * 


John Marriott 1813 
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III 

''THY WILL BE DONE’' 

Thy will be done^ in earthy as it is in Heaven ” 
CLXXXI 

Come, my soul, Thy suit prepare , 

Jesus loves to answer prayer 
He Himself has bid thee pray, 

Therefore will not say thefe nay 

Thou art coming to a King, 

Large petitions with thee bring , 

For his grace and power are such, 

None can ever ask too^uch 

With my burden I begin, 

Lord, remove this load of sm , 

Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt, 

Set my conscience free from guilt 

Lord, I come to Thee for rest , 

Take possession of my breast , 

There Thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign 

As the image in the glass 
Answers the beholders face, 

Thus unto my heart appear, 

Pnnt Thine own resemblance there 

While I am a piignm here. 

Let Thy love my spirit cheer , 

As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 

Lead me to my journey’s end 
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Thy Will be doner 

Shew me what I have to do , 

Every hour my strength renew , 

Let me live a life of faith , 

Let me die Thy people’s death 

John Newton 1779. 


• CLXXXII 

My faith looks up to Thee 
"•Thou Lamb of CaKary, 

Saviour divine • 

Now hear while I pray ; 
Take all my guilt away , 

O let me from this day 
Be wholly Thine ’ 

May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart, 
M> zeal inspire ’ 

As Thou hast died for me, 

O may my love to Thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 
A living fire ’ 

While life’s dark maze I tread, 
•And grief| around me spiead, 
Be Thou my Guide > 

Bid darkness turn to day. 

Wipe sorrow’s tears away, 

Nor let me ever stray 
From Thee aside 
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When ends life’s transient dream, 

When death’s cold sullen stream 
Shall o’er me roll , 

Blest Saviour * then in love 
Fear and distrust remove , 

O bear me safe above, 

A ransom’d soul ’ 

Ray Pahner [1830 1 


CLXXXIIT 
Psalm CXVI 

Redeem’d from guilt, redeem d from fears, 
My soul enlarged, and dried my tears, 
What can I do, O Love'T^ivine, 

What, to repay such gifts as Thine ^ 

What can I do, so poor, so weak, 

But from Thy hands new blessings seek, 

A heart to feel Thy mercies more, 

A soul to know Thee, and adore ^ 

O teach me at Thy feet to fall, 

And yield Thee up myself, my all f 
Before Thy saints my debts to own. 

And hve and die to Thee alone ’ 

Thy Spint, Lord, at large' impart, ^ 
Expand and raise and filhmy heart * 

So may I hope £iy life shall be ^ 

Some faint return, O Lord, to Thee 

Henry Francis Lyte 1 834. 



Thy Will be done 
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CLXXXIV 

Psalm CI 

Lord, when I lift my voice to Thee, 

To whom all praise belongs, 

Thy justice and Thy lo\e shall be 
The subject of my songs 

Let wisdom o^er my heart preside, 

To lead m]^ steps aright, 

And make Thy perfect law my guide. 

Thy service my delight 

All sinful ways I will abhor. 

All wicked men forsake , 

And only those, "^ho love Thy law. 

For my companions take 

Lord ' that I may not go astray, 

Thy constant grace impart 
When wilt Thou come to point my way, 
And fix my roving heart ^ 

Wtlhafn Htley B athirst 1831 

CLXXXV 

Forth in Thy Name, 0 Lord, I go, 

My daily laboui to pursue. 

Thee, only resoh ed to know, 
lii'all I thinks or speak, 01 do 

The task Thy wisdom hath assigned 
O let me cheerfully fulfil , 

In all my works Thy presence find, 

And prove Thine acceptable will 
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Preserve me from my calling’s snare. 

And hide my simple heart above, 

Above the thorns of choking care, 

The gilded baits of worldly love 

Thee may I set at my right hand, 

Whose eyes mine inmost substance see, 

And labour on at Thy command, 

And offer all my works to Thee 

Give me to bear Thy easy yoke, 

And every moment watc]^ and pray ; 

And still to things eternal look, 

And hasten to Thy glorious day 

For Thee delightfully employ 
Whatever Thy bounteous grace hath given, 

And run my course witl«5ven joy, 

And closely walk with Thee to Heaven 
Charles Wesley 1749 


CLXXXVI 

Now It belongs not to my care 
Whether I die or live , 

To love and serve Thee is my share, 
And this Thy grace must give 

If death shah bruise this springing seed 
Before it come to fruit, 

The will with Thee goes Tor the dmd. 
Thy hfe was i|i the root 

Would I long bear my heavy load, 

And keep my sorrows long? 

Would I long sm against my God, 

And His dear mercy wrong ? 
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^Thy Wzinedone^' 

How much IS sinful flesh my foe, 

That doth my soul peirvert 
To linger here in sin and woe, 

And steals from God my heart * 

Christ leads me through no darker rooms 
Than He went through before , 

He that unto God’s Kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door 

Come, Lord, wh(!n grace hath made me meet 
Thy blessed face to see , 

For, if Thy work on earth be sweet, 

TOi 21 will Thy glory be ^ 

Then I shall end li!^' sad complaints. 

And weary sinful days, 

And join with the triumphant saints 
That sing Jehovah’s praise 

My knowledge of that life is small , 

The eye of faith is dim , 

But if s enough that Chnst knows alt. 

And I shall be with Him 

Rickard Baxter i68j 


cfxxxvn 

O Thou, who earnest from above, 
The pure celestial fire to impart, 
Kmdle a flame of sacred love 
On the mean altar of my heart 
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There let it for Thy glory bum 
With inextinguishable blaze , 

And, trembling, to its source return, 

In humble prayer and fervent praise 

Jesus f confirm my heart’s desire 
To work, and speak, and think for Thee , 
Still let me guard the holy fire , 

And still stir up Thy gift in me , 

Ready for all Thy perfect will, 

My acts of faith and love repeat , 

Till death Thy endless mercies seal, 

And make my sacrifice complete 

Charles l^esley 1762 


CbXXXVlll. 

Psalm XXXT 

My spirit on Thy care, 

Blest Saviour, I recline , 

Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 
For Thou art Love divine 

In Thee I place my trust, 

On Thee I calmly rest , 

I know Thee good, IJcnow Thee just, 
And count Thy choice the bfet 

Whatever events betide, 

Thy will they all perform , 

Safe m Thy breast my head I hide, 
Nor fear the coming storm 
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Let good or ill befal, 

It must be good for me , 

Secure of having Thee in all, 

Of having all m Thee 

Henry ancts Lyte 1 834, 


CLXXXIX 

Blest be Thy love, dear Lord, 

That taught us this sweet way, 

Only to love*Thee for Thyself, 

And for that love obey 

4 ) Thou, our souls’ chief hope ’ 

We to Thy mercy fly , 

Where’er we are, Thou canst protect, 
Whate’er w^eed, supply 

Whether we sleep or wake. 

To Thee we both resign , 

By night we see, as well as day, 

If Thy light on us shine 

Whether we live or die, 

Both we submit to Thee , 

In death we live, as well as life, 

If Thine in death we be 

John A us tin 1668 


cxc 

O L8rd, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to Thy wiH, 
And make Thy pleasure mine 
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All glory, Lord, to Thee, 

Whom Heaven and earth adore , 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghftst, 

One God for evermore 

Sir Henry Wtlhams Baker [1852] 


CXCIIT 

My God and Father, while I stray 
Far from my home, on life’s rough way, 

0 teach me from my heart to say. 

Thy will be done ' 

Though dark my path and sad mj^ lot, 
Let me be still and murmur not, 

Or breathe the pray^divinely taught. 
Thy will be done ’ 

What though m lonely grief J sigh 
For friends beloved, no longer nigh, 
Submissive still would I reply. 

Thy will be done ’ 

Though Thou hast call’d me to resign 
What most I prized, it ne’er was mine 

1 have but yielded what was Thine , 

Thy will be done » 

Should grief or sickness w^aste away 
My life in premature decay, 

My Father ^ still I sti»ve to say^ 

Thy will be done 

Let but my fainting heart be bl®5t 
With Thy sweet Spint for its guest. 

My God, to Thee I leave the rest , 

TTiy will be done ^ 
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Renew my will from day to day , 

Blend it with Thine , and take away 
All Jliat now makes it hard to say, 

Thy will be done • 

Then, when on earth I breathe no more, 
The prayer, oft mix*d with tears before, 
ril sing upon a happier shore, 

Thy will be done * 

Charlotte Elliott 1834 

' cxciv 

O Lord, Thy heavenly grace impart, 

Ant^fix my frail inconstant heart. 
Henceforth my chief desire shall be 
To dedicate myself to Thee, 

To Thee, li^God, to Thee * 

Whate’er pursuits my time employ, 

One thought shall fill my soul with joy , 
That silent, secret thought shall be, 

That all my hopes are fix’d on Thee, 

On Thee, my God, on Thee * 

Thy glonous eye pervadeth space , 

Thou’rt present, Lord, m every place ; 

And, wheresoe er my lot may be, 

Still shall my spirit cleave to Thee, 

To Thee, my God, to Thee » 

Renouncing every worldly thing, 

Safe ’ribath the govert of Thy wing, 

My sweetest thought henceforth shall be. 
That ^1 1 want I find m Thee, 

In Thee, my God, m Thee ^ 

Mrs Darnel Wilson 1830 
From John Frederic Oberlm 1820* 
P 
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cxcv 

When i survey life’s varied scene, 

Anud the darkest hours 
Sweet rays of comfort shine between, 
And thorns are mix’d with flowers 

Lord, teach me to adore Thy hand, 
From whence my comforts flow, 

And let me in this desert land , 

A glimpse of Canaan know 

And O ’ whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign hand denies, 

Accepted at Thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise 

Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free , 

The blessings of Thy grace impart, 

And let me live to Thee 

Let the sweet hope, that Thou art mine, 
My path of life attend. 

Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And bless its happy end ^ ^ 
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CXCVI 

Father of Love, our Guide and Friend, 

Oh lead us gently on. 

Until life’s trial-time shall end, 

And heavenly peace be won ’ 

We know not what the path may be 
As yet by us untrod , 

But we can tr^st our all to Thee, 

Our Father and oui God ' 

If call’d, like Abraham’s child, to climb 
The hill of sacrifice, 

Some angel naa:^e there m time^, 
Deliverance snail arise 
Or, if some darker lot be good, 

Oh, teach us to endure 
The sorrow, pain, or solitude, 

That make the spirit pure ’ 

Christ by no flowery pathway came , 

And we, His followers here, 

Must do Thy will and praise Thy Name, 

In hope, and love, and fear 
And, till m Heaven we sinless bow, 

And faultless anthems raise, 

O Father, Son, and Spirit, now 
AccSpt our fefble piaise ’ 

William ^osiah Irons 1853, 


S»3 
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CXCVII 

Thy way, not mine, O Lord, 

However dark it be ^ 

Lead me by Thine own hand, 

Choose out the path for me 

Smooth let it be or rough. 

It will be still the best , 

Winding or straight, it leads 
Right onward to Thy rest 

I dare not choose my lot , 

I would not, if I might , 

Choose Thou for me, my God , 

So shall I walk aright 

The kingdom that I seek 
Is Thine , so let the way 
That leads to it be Thine , 

Else I must surely stray 

Take Thou my cup, and it 
With joy or sorrow fill. 

As best to Thee may seem , 

Choose Thou my good and ill , 

Choose Thou for me my fnends, 

My sickness or my health , 

Choose Thou my cares for me, 

My poverty or wealth 

Not mine, not mine the choi 
In things or great or small f 
Be Thou my guide, my stiength, 

My wisdom, and my all ’ 

Horahus Bonar 1856 
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CXCVIIT 

Fatlilbr, I know that all my life 
Is portion’d out for me, 

And the changes that are sure to come 
I do not fear to see , 

But I ask Thee for a present mind, 
Intent on pleasing Thee 

I ask Thee for a thoughtful love, 
Through constant watching wise, 

To meet the^lad with joyful smiles 
And wipe the weeping eyes , 

Ai^ a heart at leisure from itself, 

To soothe and sympathize 

I would not havi*ithe restless will 
That hurries to and fro , 

Seeking for some great thing to do, 

Or secret thing to know 
I would be treated as a child. 

And guided where I go 

Wherever m the world I am. 

In whatsoe’er estate, 

I have a fellowship with hearts 
To keep and cultivate, 

And a work of lowly love to do. 

For the Lord on whom I wait 

So I ask Theejor the daily strength 
To none that ask denied, 

And t mind to blend with outward life, 
While keeping at Thy side , 

Content to fill a little space. 

If Thou be glorified. 



The Book of Praise 

And if some things I do not ask 
In my cup of blessing be, 

I would have my spirit fill’d the more 
With grateful love to Thee , 

More careful, not to serve Thee much, 
But to please Thee perfectly 


There are briars besetting every path, 
That call for patient care , 

There is a cross in every lot, 

And an earnest need fbr prayer , 
But a lowly heart, that leans on Thee, 
Is happy anywhere 


In a service which Thy will appoints 
There are no bon 3 s for me , 

For my inmost heart is taught the Truth 
That makes Thy children free , 

And a life of self-renouncing love 
Is a life of liberty 

Anna Latitia Waring 1850 — 1860 


CXCIX 

Psalm CXXXI 

Quiet, Lord, my frowarcl heart, 
Make me tf»achable and mild, 
Upright, simple, free from art, 
Make me as a weaned child. 
From distrust and envy free. 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee 
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What Thou shalt to-day provide. 

Let me as a child receive , 

Wmt to-morrow may betide 
Calmly to thy wisdom leave 
’Tis enough that Thou wilt care , 

Why should I the burden bear ? 

As a little child relies 

On a care beyond his own, 

Knows he’s neither strong nor wise, 

Fears to stir a step alone , , 

Let me thnS with Thee abide, 

As my Father, Guard, and Guide 

Thus, preserv’d from Satan’s wiles. 

Safe from dangers, free from fears, 

May I live up<M Thy smiles 
Till the promised hour appears. 

When the sons of God shall prove 
All their Father’s boundless love f 

yohn Newton 1779 


cc 

Psalm CXXXI 

Jesus, cast a look on me , 

Give me sweet simplicity. 

Make me poor and keep me low, 
Seeking only^hee to know , 

Wdkned from my lordfy self 
WeanM from the miser’s pelf. 
Weaned from the scorner’s ways, 
Weaned from the lust of praise 
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All that feeds my busy pride, 

Cast It evermore aside , 

Bid my will to Thine submit , 

Lay me humbly at Thy feet 

Make me like a little child, 

Of my strength and wisdom spoil’d, 
Seeing only in Thy light. 

Walking only in Thy might. 

Leaning on Thy loving, breast, 

Where a weary soul may rest , 

Feeling well the peace of God 
Flowing from Thy precious Blo^^d ^ 

In this posture let me live, 

Ajid hosannas daily give , 

In this temper let me die. 

And hosannas ever cry * 

John Berrtdge 1785 
Variation from Charles Wesley 1743 


CCI 

Lord, I feel a carnal mind 
That hangs about#me still 
Vainly though I strive to bind 
My own febelhous will , 

Is not haughtiness of heart 
The gulph between my God and me ^ 
Meek Redeemer > now impart 
Thine own humility » 
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Fain would I my Lord pursue, 
all my Saviour taught, 

D^s Jesus bade me do, 

And think as Jesus thought 
But ’tis Thou must change my heart , 
The perfect gift must come from Thee , 
Meek Redeemer • now impart 
Thine own humility * 

Lord, I cannot, must not rest. 

Till I Thy mind obtain, 

Chase presumption from my breast, 

And all Thy mildness gam 
Give me, Lord, Thy gentle heart , 
Th^Tlowly mind my portion be 
Meek Redeemer * now impart 
Thine own bjimility ’ 

Let Thy cross my will control , 

Conform me to my Guide ’ 

In the manger lay my soul, 

And crucify my pride ’ 

Give me. Lord, a contnte heart, 

An heart that always looks to Thee 
Meek Redeemer ^ now impart 
Thine own humility ^ 

Tear away my every boast , 

My stubborn mmd abase , 

Saviour, fix my only trust 
Ifi Thy redeeming grace * 

Give me a submissive heart, 

Fronf pride and self-dependence free , 

Meek Redeemer ' now impart 
Thine own humility f 

A ugustus M ontague Toplady 1 759 
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CCII 

Gracious Spirit, dwell with me , 

I myself would gracious be, 

And with words that help and heal 
Would Thy life in mine reveal. 

And with actions bold and meek 
Would for Chnst my Saviour speak. 

Truthful Spirit, dwell with me , 

I myself would truthfjil be. 

And with wisdom kind and clear 
Let Thy life in mine appear, 

And with actions brotherly 
Speak my Lord’s sincerity 

Tender Spirit, dw-dl with me , 

I myself would tender be. 

Shut my heart up like a flower 
At temptation’s darksome hour, 

Open It when shines the sun. 

And His love by fragrance own 

Silent Spint, dwell with me , 

I myself would quiet be, 

Quiet as the grow mg blade 

Which through earth its way has made, 

Silently, like morning light, 

Putting mists and chills to flight 

Mighty Spirit, dwel;with me^ 

I myself w^uld mighty be, 

Mighty so as to prevail 
Where unaided man must fail. 

Ever by a mighty hope 
Pressing on and bearing up 
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Holy Spirit, dwell with me , 

I irwself would holy be , 

SepJifate from sm, I would 
Choose and cherish all things good, 

And whatever I can be 

Give to Him, who gave me Thee ^ 

Thomas Take Lynch 1855* 


CCIII 

Matt V 3—10 

There is a dwellmg-place above , 
Thither, to meet the God of love, 

The poor in spirit go , 

There is a paradise of rest , 

For contrite hearts and souls distrest 
Its streams of comfort flow 

There is a goodly heritage. 

Where earthly passions cease to rage , 
The meek that haven gam 
There is a board, where they who pine, 
Hungry, athirst, for grace divine, 

May feast nor crave again 

Ther^ is a voic^ to mercy true , 

To them who merc/s p^th pursue 
That voice shall bliss impart , 
There is a sight from man concealed , 
That sight, the face of God revealed , 
Shall bless the pure in heart 
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There is a name, in heaven bestow’d , 

That name, which hails them of God, 
The friends of peace shall Imow 
There is a kingdom in the sky, 

Where they shall reign with God on high, 
Who serve Him best below 

Lord ’ be it mine like them to choose 
The better part, like them to use 
The means Thy love hath given ’ 

Be holiness my aim on earth. 

That death be welcomed as a birth 
To hfe and bliss in Heaven * 

Bishop Richard Mant 1 828 


CCiv 

Matthew V 3—10 

Blest are the humble souls that see 
Their emptmess and poverty , 
Treasures of grace to them are given. 
And crowns of joy laid up m Heaven 

Blest are the men of broken heart 
Who mourn for sin with inward smart , 
The Blood of Christ ^ivinely flows, 

A healing balm for all their woes 

Blest are the meek, who stand S.far 
From rage and passion, noise and war , 
God will secure their happy state, 

And plead their cause against the great 
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Blest are the souls that thirst for grace, 
Hui^er and long for righteousness , 
The^hall be well supplied and fed 
With living streams and living bread 

Blest are the men whose bowels move 
And melt with sympathy and love , 

From Christ the Lord shall they obtain 
Like sympathy and love again 

Blest are the pure, whose hearts are clean 
From the defSing power of sin , 

With endless pleasure they shall see 
A God of spotless purity 

Blest are the men of peaceful life, 

Who quench the coals of growing strife , 
They shall be caffd the heirs of bliss, 

The sons of God, the God of peace 

Blest are the sufferers, who partake 
Of pain and shame for Jesus’ sake , 

Their souls shall triumph m the Lord, 

Glory and joy are their reward 

Isaac Watts 1709 
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Thus cheer us through this desert road, 

Till all our labours cease, 

And Heaven refresh our weary soi^o 
With everlasting peace ’ 

Philip Doddridge 1755 


CCVIII 

O how kindly hast Thou led me, 

Heavenly Father, day byf day ’ 

Found my dwelling, clothed and fed me. 
Furnished friends to cheer my way ’ 

Didst Thou bless me, didst Thou christen, 
With Thy smile, or with Thy rod, 

*Twas that still my step might hasten 
Homeward, heaven'v^rd, to my God ’ 

0 how slowly have I often 
Follow’d where Thy hand would draw ’ 

How Thy kindness fail’d to soften * 

How Thy chastening fail’d to awe ’ 

Make me for Thy rest more ready 
As Thy path is longer trod , 

Keep me m Thy friendship steady, 

Till Thou call me home, my God * 

Thomas Gnnfield 1836 


CCIX. 

Heavenly Fathe?, to Whose eye 
Future things unfolded he, 
Through the desert where I stray, 
Let Thy counsels guide my way. 
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Lord, uphold me day by day , 

Shed a light upon my way , 

Guio^ me through perplexing snares , 

Care for me in all my cares 

All I ask for is, enough , 

Only, when the way is lough, 

Let Thy rod and staff impart 
Strength and courage to my heait 

Should Thy wisdom, Lord, decree 
Tiials long and sharp for me, 

Pain or sorrow, care or shame, 

Fatto ^ glorify Thy Name ’ 

Let me neither faint nor fear, 

Feeling still that fliou art near, 

In the course my Saviour trod, 

Tending still to Thee, my God 

Josiah Bonder 1837 


ccx 

Sovereign Ruler of the skies. 
Ever gracious, e\ ei wise. 

All my times aie in Thy hand, 
All evelits at ThJ^ command 

Hib dicree, who form’d tlie eaith. 
Fix’d my first and second birth , 
Parents, nati\ e place, and time, 
All appointed were by Him 
Q 
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He that foim’d me in the womb, 

He shall guide me to the tomb 
All my times shall ever be 
Order’d by His wise decree , 

Times of sickness, times of health, 

Times of penury and wealth , 

Times of tiial and of grief, 

Times of triumph and relief, 

Times the Tempter’s power to prove, 

Times to taste a Saviour’s love , 

All must come, and last, and end, 

As shall please my heavenly Friend 

Plagues and deaths around me fly , 

Till He bids, I cam»t die 
Not a single shaft can hit 
Till the God of love sees fit 

0 Thou Gracious, Wise, and Just ♦ 

In Thy hands my life I trust 
Have I something dearer still ? 

1 resign it to Thy will 

May I always own Thy hand , 

Still to the surrender stand , 

Know, that Thou art God alone , 

I and mine are all Thy own 

Thee at all times will 1 bless , 

Having Thel, I all possess 
How can I bereaved be. 

Since I cannot part with Thee ^ 

7 ohn Ryland 1777 
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CCXI 

0 L^, I would delight 111 Thee, 

And on Thy care depend , 

To Thee in eveiy trouble flee, 

My best, my onl> Fiiend 

When all created streams aie dried, 

Thy fulness is the same , 

May I with this be satisfied, 

And glory in Thy Name ’ 

% 

Why should the soul a diop bemoan, 

Who has a fountain neai , 

A fonnatam, which will ever run 
With waters sweet and clear ? 

No good 111 cieatu^s can be found, 

But may be found in Thee , 

1 must have all things, and abound, 

While God is God to me 

Oh ’ that I had a stronger faith, 

To look within the "veil • 

To credit what my Saviour saith, 

Whose word can never fail ’ 

He that has made my heaven secure, 

Will heie all good provide , 

While Chi 1st is rich, can I be poor ^ 

What can I want beside ^ 

• • 

O Lord, I cast m> caie on Thee , 

I trmmph and adoie ^ 

Henceforth my gieat concern shall be 
To love and please Thee more 

JohnRyland^ 1777 

Q3 
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CCXII 

How gentle God’s commands, 

How kind Hxs precepts are ’ 

Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 

And trust His constant care 

While Providence supports, 

Let saints securely dwell , 

That Hand, which bears* all Nature up, 
Shall guide His children well 

Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind '• 

Haste to your heavenly Father’s throne, 
And sweet refreshment find 

His goodness stands approved 
Down to the present day 
i’ll drop my burden at His feet, 

And bear a song away 

Phihf Doddridge 1755 


CCXIII 

0 God of Bethel, by whose hand 
Thy people still are fed, 

Who through this we^y pilgnijiage 
Hast all our fathers^led , 

Our \ows, our prayers, we now present 
Before Thy throne of grace , 

God of oui fathers * be the God 
Of their succeeding race 
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Through each peiplexiiig path of life 
Ow wandering footsteps guide , 

Give ^ each day our daily bread, 

And laiment fit provide 

O spread Thy covering wings around 
Till all our wanderings cease, 

And at oiu Father’s loved abode 
Oui souls aiiive in peace ' 

Such blessings from Thy gracious hand 
Our humble players implore , 

And Thou shmt be our chosen God, 

And poition e\eimoie 

Variation by John Logan 1770 
Ff oin Philip Dodd} idge 1755 


CCXiv 

O King of eaith, and an, and sea * 

The hungry ra\ ens cry to Thee , 

To Thee the scaly tribes, that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep 
To Thee the lions roaring call , 

The common Fathei, kind to all 
Then grant Thy servants. Lord, we pray, 
Our daily bread from day to day 

The fishes may for food complain. 

The ravens spread their wings m vain, 
The roaring lion« lack and pine , 

But, G^d, Thou carest stiJJ foi Thine 
Thy bounteous hand with food can bless 
The bleak and lonely wilderness , 

And Thou hast taught us, Loid, to pray 
For daily bread from day to day 
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And oh ’ when thiough the wilds we roam 
That part us from our heavenly ho^ne , 

When, lost in dangei, want, and woe, 

Our faithless teais begin to flow , 

Do Thou the gracious comfoit give, 

By which alone the soul may live , 

And grant Thy seivants, Lord, we pray, 

The bread of life fiom day to day * 

Bishop Reginald Hebet 1827 


ccxv 

Jesus, the Shepheid of the sheep, 

Thy little flock in safety keep. 

The flock for which Thou cam’st from Heaver 
The flock for which Thy life was given 

Thou saVst them ^vandering far from Thee 
Secure, as if from danger free , 

Thy love did all their wanderings trace, 

And bi ought them to a wealthy place 

0 guard Thy sheep from beasts of prey, 

And guide them that they never stray , 

Cherish the young, sustain the old, 

Let none be feeble in Thy fold ^ 

Secure them from the scorching beam, 

And lead them to the living stream , 

In verdant pastures let^hem lie,^ 

And watch th^ with a Shepherd’s eye ’ 

Oh, may Thy sheep discein Thy voice, 

And in its sacred sound rejoice , 

From strangers ma> they ever flee, 

And know no other guide but Thee ^ 
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Lord, bung Thy sheep that wander >et, 

And let the number be complete 
Themlet Thy flock from eaith lemove, 

And occupy the fold abo\ e 

Thomas Kelly 1 804- 1 836 

CCXVI 

Psalm XXIII 

The Lord my pasture shall picpaie, 

And feed moiwith a Shcpheid’s caie , 

His piesence shall my wants supply, 

And guaid me with a watchful eye, 
M><i#ioon-day walks He shall attend, 

And all my midnight hours defend 

When in the sult;^ glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 

To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary, wandeimg steps He leads, 

Where peaceful ru ers, soft and slow, 

Amid the verdant landscape flow 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 

With gloomy horrois o\erspread. 

My stedfast heart shall fear no ill, 

For Thou, O Lord, ait with me still , 

Thy friendly crook shall gi\ e me aid, 

And guide me thiough the dieadful shade 

Though in a b^re and rugged way. 

Through devious lonely wilds I stray, 

Thy jDOunt> shall my w^ts beguile , 

The barren wilderness shall smile 
With sudden greens and herbage crown’d, 
And streams shall murmur all around 

Jo A ddisoft 1712 
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ccxvii 

Psalm XXIII 

My Shepherd will supply my need, 

Jehovah is His Name , 

In pastures fresh He makes me feed 
Beside the h\ing stream 

He brings my wandering spiiit back 
When I forsake His wilys, 

And leads me, for His mercy’s sake, 

In paths of truth and grace 

When I walk through the shades of death, 
Thy presence is m;tj stay 
A word of Thy supporting breath 
Drives all my fears away 

Thy hand, m spite of all my foes, 

Doth still my table spread , 

My cup with blessings overflows, 

Thine oil anoints my head 

The sure provisions of my God 
Attend me all my days , 

O may Thy house be mine abode, 

And all my work be praise ^ 

There would I find a s^tled resC 
While others go and come , 

No more a strangei or a guest, 

But like a child at home 

Isaac Watts 1719- 
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CCXVTII 

Psalm XXI I L 

The Lord my Sheplieid is, 

I shall be well supplied , 

Since He is mine, and I am His, 

What can I want beside ^ 

He leads me to the place 
Wheie heavenl^" pasture giows, 

Where living waters gently pass. 

And I'll!! salvation flows 

If e’er I go astray, 

He doth my soul rq^laim, 

And guides me in His own right way 
For His most holy Name 

While He affords His aid, 

I cannot yield to fear , 

Though I should walk through death’s daik shade, 
My Shepherd’s with me there 

In spite of all my foes 
Thou dost my table spread , 

My cup with blessings overflows, 

And joy exalts my head 

The boitnties of jrhy love 
Shall crown my following days , 

Nor fiom^Thy house will I remove, 

Nor cease to speak Thy praise 

Isaac Walls 1719 
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V 

AND FORGIVE LS OUR TRESPASSES 

And forgive us our ti espasses , as we foigize them that 
tiespass against us ’’ 

CCXIX 

Appioach, my soul, the mercy seat 
Where Jesus answers pra} er , 

There humbly fall befoie His feet. 

For none can perish there 

Thy promise is my#«only plea, 

With this I ventuie mgh , 

Thou callest burden’d souls to Thee, 

And such, O Lord, am I 

Bow’d down beneath a load of sm, 

By Satan sorely piest, 

By war ^\lthout, and fears within, 

I come to Thee for rest 

Be Thou my shield and hiding-place, 

That, shelter’d near Thy side, 

I may my fierce accusei face, 

And teU him, Thou^hast died ’ 

O wondrousj^ove ^ to bleed anc^die, 

To bear the cross and shame, 

That guilty sinners, such as I, 

Might plead Thy gracious Name ’ 

John Newfo 7 t 1779 
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CCXX 

Almighty God, Thy pieicing eye 
Strikes through the shades of night , 
And oui most secret actions he 
All open to Thy sight 

Theie’s not a sin that we commit, 

Noi wicked woid we say, 

But m Tfiy dieadful book ’tis wnt 
Against the judgment-day 

9 tnd must the crimes that I have done 
Be lead and publish’d there, 

Be all expos’d before the sun, 

While men^and angels hear ? 

Loid' at Th> foot ashamed I he, 

Upwaid I dare not look , 

Pardon ni> sms before I die, 

And blot them from Thy book ’ 

Remember all the dying pains 
That my Redeemei felt. 

And let His Blood wash out mv stains, 
And answ ei for m\ guilt ’ 

Isaac Watts 1715 


CCXXJ 

Mercy alone can meet my case , 
For meicv, Lord, I ci> 

Jesus ’ Redeemei ^ show Thy face 
In meicy, or I die 
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Save me, for none beside can save , 

At Thy command I tread 
With failing step life’s stormy/\rave , 

The wa\ e goes o’ei my head 

I perish, and my doom were just , 

But wilt Thou leave me ^ No 
I hold Thee fast, my hope, my tiust , 

I will not let Thee go ' 

Still sure to me Thy promise stands, 

And ever must abide^ 

Behold It written on Thy hands, 

And graven in Thy side ' 

To this, this only, will I cleave , 

Thy word is all my plea , 

Thy word is truth, ^nd I believe 
Have mercy, Lord, on me » 

fames Montgomery 1825 


ccxxir 

O Jesus, Saviour of the lost, 

My Rock and Hiding-place, 

By storms of sin and sorrow tost, 

I seek Thy shelteiing grace. 

Guilty, forgive me, Loid » I crv , 
Pursued by foes I come , 

A sinner, save me, or ^ die , 

An outcast, take me home 

Once safe m Thine almighty aims, 
Let storms come on amain , 
There danger never, never harms , 
There death itself is gam 
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And when I sta^ad before Thy throne, 

And all Thy glory see, 

Still ^e my righteousness alone 
To nide myself in Thee 

Edward Henry Bickersteth 185S 

LCXXIII 

W hen at Thy footstool, Lord, I bend, 

And plead with Thee for mercy there, 
Think of the sinner’s dying friend, 

And for ¥ks sake receive my pra>er 

O think not of my shame and guilt, 
thousand stains of deepest dye , 
Think oY the blood which Jesus spilt, 

And let that blood my pardon buy 

Think, Lord, how I am still Thy own. 

The trembling creature of Thy hand , 
Think how my heart to sm is pi one, 

And what temptations round me stand 

O think upon Thy holy w^ord, 

And eveiy plighted promise there , 

How prayer should evermore be heard, 

And how Thy glory is to spare 

O think not of my doubts and fears, 

My strivings with Thy grace Divine 
Think upon Jesus’ woes and tears, 

Aiid let H laments stand for mine 

Thine eye. Thine ear, they are not dull , 
Inline arm can nevei shorten’d be , 
Behold me here , my heart is full , 

Behold, and spare, and succour me ’ 

Hemy Franc is Lyte 1 833 
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ccxxiv * 

As o’er the past my memory strays, 

Why heaves the secret sigh 
’Tis that I mourn departed days," 

Still unprepared to die 

The world, and worldly things beloved, 

My anxious thoughts employed, 

And time unhallow’d, unimproved. 

Presents a fearful void 

Yet, holy Father, wild desjiair 
Chase from my labouring breast ’ 

Thy grace it is, which prompts the prayer 
That grace can do the rest 

My life’s brief remnant all be Thine ’ 

And, when Thy sure decree 
Bids me this fleetmg*breath resign, 

O, speed my soul to Thee * 

Bishop Thomas Fanshaw Middleton [1B22 "I 

ccxxv 

Forth from the dark and stormy sky, 

Lord ’ to Thine altai’s shade we fly 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear 
Saviour » we seek Thy shelter here 
Weary and weak, Thy grace we pray 
Turn not, O Lord, Thy guests away ’ 

Long have we roam’d in want and pain , 
Long have we sought TJi^ lest 11? vain , 
Wilder’d in doubt, m darkness lost, 

Long have our souls been tempesf-tost 
Low at Thy feet our sms we lay , 

Turn not, 0 Loid, Thy guests away ^ 

Bishop Reginald Heher 1827* 
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CCXXVI 

O Lord, turn not Thy face away 
From them that lowly lie, 

Lamenting soie their sinful life 
With tears and bitter cry 
Thy mercy-gates are open wide 
To them that mourn their sin , 

O shut them not against us, Lord, 

But let us effiter in 

We need not to confess our fault, 

Fol^suisely Thou canst tell , 

What we ha\ e done, and what we are, 

Thou knowest vgry well , 

Wherefore, to beg and to entreat. 

With tears we come to Thee, 

As children that have done amiss 
Fall at their ^'athei’s knee 

And need we then, O Lord, repeat 
The blessing which we crave, 

When Thou dost know, before we speak. 
The thing that we would have ^ 

Mercy, O Lord, mercy we ask. 

This IS the total sum , 

For mercy. Lord, is all our prayer , 

O lej; Thy mercy come ’ 

Variation by Bishop Reginald Heber 1827 
From Jxihn Mardley i^(yz 
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W\ 

AND LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTAIION^ 
BUT DELIVER US FROM EVIL” 

CCXXVII 

Lead us, heavenly Fathd?-, lead us 
O’ei the world’s tempestuous sea , 

Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us, 

For we have no help but The^ 

Yet possessing 
Every blessing, 

If our God our Father be 

Saviour, breathe forgiveness o’er us , 

All our weakness Thou dost know , 

Thou didst tread this earth before us, 

Thou didst feel its keenest woe , 

Lone and dreary. 

Faint and weary, 

Through the deseit Thou didst go 

Spirit of our God, descending, 

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy , 

Love with every passKwi blendirg. 

Pleasure that can never cloy 
Thus provided, 

Pardon’d, guided, 

Nothing can our peace destroy 

fames Edmeston 182a 
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CCXXVIII 

Jesu f guide our way 
To eternal day ’ 

So shall we, no more delaying, 

Follow Thee, Thy voice obeying , 

Lead us by Thy hand 
To oui Fathei’s land • 

When we^ danger meet, 

Stedfast make our feet ’ 

Loid, preseive us uncomplaining 
’M^i the darkness round us reigning f 
Through adversity 
Lies our wav to Thee 

Older all our way 
Through this mortal day , 

In our toil with aid be near us , 

In our need wuth succour cheer us , 

When lifers course is o’ei, 

Open Thou the dooi ' 

Arthur Tozer Russell 1851 
From Louis^ Count Zinzendorf 1721 


ccxxix 

Star of morn and even, 

Sun pf Heaven’s heave% 
Saviour high and dear, 
Toward us turn Thine ear , 
Through whate’ei may come 
Thou canst lead us home 
K 
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Though the gloom be giievous, 

Those we leant on leave us, 

Though the couaid heart 
Quit Its propel pait, 

Though the Tempter come, 

Thou w lit lead us home 

Saviour puie and holy, 

Lo\ ei of the lowly, 

Sign us with Ihy sign. 

Take our hands in Thine, 

Take our hands and come, 

Lead Thy children home ’ 

Star of mom and even, 

Shine on us fiom Heaven, 

From Thy glc-y-thione 
Hear Thy \ery own ’ 

Lord and Saviour, come, 

Lead us to our home * 

Ft anas Tninei Palgiave 1862 


ccxxx 

O Thou, to whose all-seaiching sight 
The daikness shmeth as the light, 

Seaich, prove my heait , it pants for Thee , 
0, burst these bands, ^id set it free ’ 

Wash out Its stains, refine its dioss , 

Nail my affections to the cross , 

Hallow each thought , let all within 
Be clean, as Thou, my Lord, art cleaa 
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Lead us not into Temptatiofi ” 

If m this darksome wild I stia\, 

Be Thou my Light, be Thou my Wa> , 

No foeg, no ^ lolence I feai, 

No fraud, while Thou, my God, ait neai 

When rising floods my soul o’erflow, 

When sinks my heart in waves of \\ oe, 

Jesu, Thy timely aid impart, 

And laise my head, and cheei mv heait 

Sa\iour ’ where’er Thy steps I see, 
Dauntless, uii^ired, I follow Thee 
O let Thy hand support me still, 

And lead me to Thv holy hill ’ 

If rough and thorny be the way, 

My strength proportion to my day , 

Till toil, and grief, «and pain shall cease 
Where all is calm and joy and peace 

John JVcstcy 1739 — ^743 
Ff om the Ger7nan 


CCXXXI 

Guide me, O Thou great Jeho^ ah ’ 

Piigiim through this banen land , 

I am weak, but Thou art mighty , 

Hold me with Th> poweiful hand ' 

Bread of Hea\ en ' Bread of Hea\ en ’ 
Feed me now and e\ermoie ’ 

Open iiow the cfystal Fountain, 

Whence the healing streams do flow , 
Let th^ fiery cloudy pilla? 

Lead me all my jouiney through , 

Strong Dehveier * Strong Deliverer ’ 
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield ’ 

3 
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When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside , 

Death of death, and Hell’s Pestruction, 
Land me safe on Canaan’s side , 

Songs of praises, Songs of praises, 

I will ever give to Thee ’ 

William Williams 1774 

CCXXXII 

Jesus ’ lead us with 'Phy power 
Safe unto the promised Rest , 

Hide our souls within Thy bosom , 

Let us slumber on Thy breast , 

Feed us with the heavenlj' manna, 

Bread that angels eat above , 

Let us drink from the holy Fountain 
Draughts of everlasting Love ’ 

Throughout the desert wild conduct us 
With a glorious pillar bright, 

In the day a cooling comfort, 

And a cheering fire by night , 

Be our guide in evei> peril, 

Watch us hourly night and day , 
Otherwise we’ll err and wander 
Fiom Thy Spirit far away 

In Thy Presence we are happy , 

In Thy Presence we’re secure , 

In Thy Presence ^11 afflicti^ms 
We will easily dhdure , 

In Thy Presence we can conquer, 

We can suffer, we can die , 

Far from Thee, we faint and languish 
Lord, our Saviour, keep us nigh ’ 

William Williams 1773 
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CCXXXIII 

Psalm CXXI 

Up to the hills I lift mine eyes, 

The eternal hills beyond the skies , 

Thence all her help my soul derives, 

There my Almighty Refuge lives 

He lives, the e\ erlasting God, 

That built the world, that spread the flood , 
The heavens with all their hosts He made, 
And the dark legions of the dead 

He guides oui feet, Pie guaids oui wa> , 
His mShBng smiles bless all the day , 

He spreads the evening veil, and keeps 
The silent hours w^ile Israel sleeps 

Israel, a name dninely blest, 

Ma> rise secuie, secuiely lest , 

Thy holy Guardian’s wakeful eyes 
Admit no slumber nor surprise 

No sun shall smite thy head by day. 

Nor the pale moon with sickly ray 
Shall blast thy couch , no baleful star 
Dart his malignant fire so far 

Should earth and hell with malice burn, 

Still thou shalt go, and still letuin. 

Safe in the Lord , His hea\ enly care 
Defends thy lifejfrom e\eiy snaie 

On thj^e foul spiiits have j^o pov\ei , 

And, m thy last dcpaiting houi, 

Angels, that tiace the air> road, 

Shall bear thee homeward to thy God 

Isaac Watts 1719 



24.6 


The Book of Pratse 


ccxxxiv 

Psalm CXXI 

To Heaven I lift mine e>e, 

To Heaven, Jehovah’s throne, 

For there my Saviour sits on high, 

And thence shall strength and aid supply 
To all He calls His own 

He will not faint nor fail, 

Nor cause thy feet to^tray 
For Him no weary hours assail, 

Nor evening darkness spreads her veil 
O’er His eternal day 

Beneath that light divine 
Securely shalt t^pu move , 

1 he sun with milder beams shall shine, 

And eve’s still queen her lamp incline 
Benignant from above 

For He, thy God and Friend, 

Shall keep thy soul from harm. 

In each sad scene of doubt attend, 

And guide thy life, and bless thine end, 
With His Almighty arm 

John Botvdler 1814 


CCXXXV 


Psalm XI 

My trust is in the L*ord, 

What foe^an injure me ^ 

Why bid me like a bud 
Before the fowler flee ^ 

The Lord is on His heavenly throne, 
And He will shield and save His own 
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The wicked may assail, 

The Tempter sorely try, 

All garth’s foundations fail, 

All nature’s springs be dry , 

Yet God IS in His holy shrine, 

And I am strong while He is mine 

His flock to Him is deal, 

He watches them from high , 

He sends them trials here 
To form them for the sky , 

But safely will He tend and keep 
Ihe humblest, feeblest, of His sheep 

HTSTties a season here 
May triumph and prevail , 

But ah ’ the hour is near 
When all their liopes must fail , 

While, like the sun. His saints shall rise, 

A.nd shine with Him above the skies 

Heniy Fi anas Lyte 1 834 


CCXXXVI 

Psalm XLVI 

God IS our Refuge, tried and proved. 

Amid a stormy world , 

We will not fear, though earth be mo\ed, 
And hills infocean hurled 

The^aves may loar, tlie mountains shake. 
Our comforts shall not cease , 

The Loid His saints will not foisake, 

The Lord will give us peace. 
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A gentle stream of hope and love 
To us shall ever flow , 

It issues from His throne abov^, 

It cheeis His Chinch below'^ 

When earth and hell against us came, 

He spake, and quell’d their powers , 

The Lord of hosts is still the same , 

The God of grace is ours 

Henry Francis Lyte 1834 


CCXXXVII 

Psalm XCI 

Theie is a safe and secret place 
Beneath the wings divine, 

Reserved foi all the heirs of grace , 
0, be that refuge mine ’ 

The least and feeblest there may bide 
Unmjuied and unawed , 

While thousands fall on every side, 
He rests secure in God 

The angels watch him on his way, 
And aid with friendly arm , 

And Satan, roaring foi His pre^^ 

May hate, but cannSt haim 

He feeds in j^astuies large and fan 
Of love and truth divine 
0 child of God, O glory’s heir, 

How rich a lot is thine ^ 
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A hand Almighty to defend, 

An eai for every call, 

An honour’d life, a peaceful end, 
And^eaven to ciown it all ^ 

Hen 7 y Fraficts Lyte 1834 


CCXXXVIII 

Oh help us, Loid ’ each hour of need, 
Thy heavenly succour give , 

Hel p^ s in thought, and word, and deed, 
EacnTftfbur on earth we li\ e ' 

Oh, help us when ^ui spirits bleed 
With contrite anguish sore , 

And when our hcaits aie cold and dead. 
Oh, help us, Loid, the moie ’ 

Oh, help us, thiough the prayer of faith. 
More firmly to believe , 

For still, the more the servant hath, 

The more shall he recei\ e 

If strangers to Thy fold we call, 
Imploring at Th> feet 
The ciumbs that from Thy table fall, 

’Tis all ve dafe entieat 

But be it, Lord of mei cy, all, 

So Thou wilt giant but this 
The crumbs that fiom Thy table fall 
Are light, and life, and bliss 
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Oh, help us, Jesus, from on high » 

We know no help but Thee 
Oh, help us so to live and die,^ 

As Thine in Heaven to be » 

Henry Hart Milman 1827 


CCXXXIX 

0 Thou, from whom all goodness flows, 
I lift my heart to Thee , 

In all my sorrows, conflicts, jvogg, 

Dear Lord, remember me'^ "^ 

When groaning op^my burden’d heait 
My sms lie heavily, 

My pardon speak, new peace impart. 

In love remember me ^ 


Temptations sore obstruct my way , 
And ills I cannot flee 
Oh, gi\e me strength, Lord, as my day , 
For good remember me ’ 

Distrest with pain, disease, and grief, 
This feeble body see * 

Grant patience, rest, and kind relief , 
Hear, and remember me ’ 

If on my face, foi Thy dear Kame, 
Shame and reproaches be , 

All hail reproach, and welcome shame, 
If Thou remember me * 
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The hour is near , consign’d to death 
I own the just decree 
“ S^iour with my last parting breath, 
I’ll cry, Remember me 

Thomas Haweis 1792 


CCXL 

Jesu, loven of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 

^yy^iie the tempest still is high ^ 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide. 

Till the storm of life is past, 

Safe into the hftv en guide , 

O receive my soul at last ^ 

Other refuge have I none , 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee , 
Leave, ah • leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me ’ 

All my trust on Thee is stay’d, 

All my help from Thee I bring 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy wing ^ 

Wilt Thou not legard my call ^ 

Wilt Thoij^not accept my prayer ? 
Lo ^ I sink, 1 faint, I fall ’ 
d.0 f on Ihce I castTmy caie ^ 
Reach me out Thy giacious hand ^ 
While I of Thy strength leceive, 
Hoping against hope I stand, 

Dying, and behold I live ’ 
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Thou, O Christ, art all I want , 

More than all in Thee I find 
Raise the fallen, cheei the faipt, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind ’ 

Just and holy is Thy Name , 

I am all unrighteousness , 

False and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace 

Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Giace to co\ er all my sin , 

Let the healing streanis abound , 

Make and keep me puie within ’ 

Thou of Life the Fountain art. 

Freely let me take of THtT^ 

Spring Thou up within my heart ^ 

Rise to all eteyiity ’ 

Charles WesUy 1740 


CCXLI 

Now may He, who from the dead 
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep, 
Jesus Christ, our King and Head, 

All oui souls in safety keep ’ 

May He teach us to fulfil 
A^at is pleasing m His sight, 

Perfect us in all His will, 

And preserve us <lay and night ’ 

To that d^ar Redeemer’s praise 
Who the covenant seal’d with blood, 
Let our heaits and voices raise 
Loud thanksgivings to our God » 

John Newton 1779 
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CCXLII 

0 most merciful, 

O most bountiful, 

God the Father Almighty ’ 

By the Redeemer’s 
Sweet intercession, 

Hear us, help us, when we cry ^ 

Bishop Reginald Hebe} 1827 


VII 

FOR THINE IS THE KINGDOM, THE POWER, 
AND TIi!^LORY, for EVER AND EVER 
AMEN ” 

CCXLIII 

Now to Him, w^ho loved us, gave us 
Every pledge that love could give, 
hieely shed His Blood to sa\e us, 

Gave His life that we might live 
Be the kingdom, and dominion, 

And the gloiy, evermore ’ 

Variation [i844] 
Front Samuel M till} Waiing 1827 

CCXLIV 

Worship, honour, glory, blessing, 

Lord, we offer to Thy Name 
Young and old tl^ir praise expressing, 

Join Thy goodness to proclaim 
As the^amts in Heaven a^ore Thee, 

We would bow before Thy throne , 

As the angels serve before Thee, 

So on earth Thy will be done » 

Fdwrd Osier 1834 
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CCXLV 

Pb\LM CXVII 

From all that dwell below the skies 
Let the Creator’s praise arise , 

Let the Redeemer’s Name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue ’ 

Eteinal are Thy mercies, L?)id ’ 

Eternal truth attends Thy word 

Thy praise shall sound fiom shoie to shore. 

Till suns shall nse and set no n^C?? 

Isaac Watts 1719, 


END OF PART II 
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DAY'XSrb* NRJHT ‘ 

CCXl§C^i^ 

Morning 

Awake, i% soulj’a&S^liSfclT^^smf 
Thy dail>^ 

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay Th> morning sacrifice 

Thy precious time mis-spent redeem , 
Each present day thy last esteem , 
Iinpiove thy talent with due care , 

For the great day thyself prepare 

In conversation be smceie , 

Keep conscience as the noontide clear , 
Think how All-seeing God th> ways 
And all thy secret thoughts surveys 

By influflPiice of the light div»ne 
Let thy own light to others shine , 
Reflect all Heaven’s propitious rays, 

In ardent love and cheerful praise 
S 
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Wake and lift up thyselff my heart, 

And with the angels bear thy part, 

Who, all night long, unwearied sing 
High praise to the Eternal King 

I wake • I wake • Ye heavenly choir. 

May your devotion me inspire, 

That I, like you, my age may spend, 

Like you may on my God attend * 

May I, like you, in God delight. 

Have all day long my Godwin sight. 
Perform like you my Maker’s will ’ 

0 may I never more do ill 1 

Had I } our wings, to Heaven ^ fly , 

But God shall that defect supply , 

And my soul, wing’d ;^ith warm desire, 
Shall all day long to Heaven aspire 

All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept, 

Md hast refresh’d me whilst I slept » 

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 

1 may of endless light partake ’ 

I would not wake, nor rise again. 

And Heaven itself I would disdain, 

Wert Thou not there to be enjoy’d. 

And I m hymns to be employ’d f 

Heaven is, dear Lord, wheie’er Thou art , 

O never then fi om me depart ^ 

For, to my soul, ’tis hell to be 
But for one moment void of Thee 

Lord, I my vows to Thee renew , 

Disperse my sms as morning dev/ 
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Guard my first springs of thought and will, 

And with Thyself my spirit fill 

Direct, control, suggest, this day, 

All I design, or do, or say , 

That all my powers, with all then might. 

In Thy sole glory may unite 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow , 
Praise Him, all creatures heie below • 

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host , 

Praise Father, ^on, and Holy Ghost ’ 

Bishop Thomas Ken 1695 — 1709 


CCXLVII 

Morifing 

God of the morning, at whose voice 
The cheerful sun makes haste to rise. 
And like a giant doth rejoice 
To run his journe> through the skies , 

From the fair chambers of the east 
The circuit of his lace begins , 

And, without weariness or rest, 

Round the whole earth he flies and shines 

O, like the sun, may I fulfil 
Th’ appointed duties of the day, 

With leady mind ^d active will 
Maich on, and keep my heavenly wa> ' 

But I shall love and lose the race, 

If God, my sun, should disappear. 

And leave me m this woild’s wide maze 
To follow every wandering &tar 
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Lord » Thy commands are clean and pure, 
Enlightening our beclouded eyes , 

Thy threatenmgs just, Thy promise sure \ 

Thy Gospel makes the simplef wise 

Give me Thy counsel for my guide, 

And then receive me to Thy bliss 
All my desires and hopes beside 

Are faint and cold, compared with this ’ 

Isaac Watts 1719 


CCXLVIlf 

Morning 

O timely happy timely wise 
Hearts that with rising morn arise ’ 

Eyes that the beam celestial view, 

Which evermore makes all things new » 

New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove, 

Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought 

New mercies, each retuining day, 

Hover around us while we pray , 

New penis past, new sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of Heaven 

If, on oui daily course, oui mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 

New treasures still, oCcountlesftpiice, 

God will provide for sacrifice 

Old friends, old scenes, will loveiiei be, 

As moie of Heaven in each we see , 

Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care 
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As for some dear fkmiliar strain 
Untired we ask, and ask again , 

Ever, in its melodious store, 

Finding cakspell unheard before 

Such is the bliss of souls seienc. 

When they have sworn, and steadfast mean, 
Counting the cost, in all t’ espy 
Their God, in all themselves deny 

O could we learj^ that sacrifice. 

What lights would all around us use ' 

How would our heaits with wisdom talk 
Along lij(p's dullest, di eariest walk f 

We need not bid, for cloistei’d cell, 

Our neighboui and o^r work farewell, 

Nor strive to wind ourselves too high 
For sinful man beneath the sky 

The trivial round, the common task 
Will furnish all we ought to ask , 

Room to deny ourselves , a road 
To bring us, daily, neaier God 

Seek we no more content with these, 

Let present rapture, comfort, ease. 

As Heaven shall bid them, come and go, 

The secret this of rest below 

Only, 0 Lord, in Thy dear love 
Fit us f<?r perfect rest above, 

And help us, this and every day, 

To live more nearly as we pray < 

John Keble 1827 
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CCXLIX 

Morning 

Since Thou hast added now, 0 (Jod » 

Unto my life another day, 

And giv’st me leave to walk abroad, 

And labour in my lawful way , 

My walks and works with me begin, 
Conduct me forth, and bring me in 

In every power my soul enjoys 
Internal virtues to impro'^e , 

In every sense that she employs 
In her external works to move , 

Bless her, O God ^ and keep n>p-^und 
From outward harm and inward wound 

Let sm nor Satan’s fr?ud prevail 
To make mine eye of reason blind, 

Or faith, or hope, or love to fail, 

Or any virtues of the mind , 

But more and more let them increase, 

And bring me to mine end in peace 

Lewd courses let my feet forbear , 

Keep Thou my hands from doing wrong , 
Let not ill counsels pierce mine eai, 

Nor wicked words defile my tongue , 

And keep the windows of each eye 
That no strange lust climb in thereby 

But guard Thou safe my heart in ehief , 
That neither hate, revenge, nor fear, 

Nor vain desirefvain joy, or grief, 

Obtain command or dwelling there 
And, Lord ^ with every saving grace, 

Still true to Thee maintain that place 1 
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So till the evening of this morn 
My time shall then so well be spent, 

That when the twilight shall leturn 
I may^njoy it with content, 

And to Thy praise and honour say, 

That this hath proved a happy day 

George Wither 1641 


CCL 

Mof mug 

CnrisTT^ose glor> fills the skies, 

Christ, the true, the only Tight, 

Sun of Righteousness, arise. 

Triumph o’er th% shades of night » 
Day-spring from on high, be near * 

Day-star, in my heart appear f 

Dark and cheerless is the morn 
Unaccompanied by Thee , 

Joyless is the day’s retura, 

Till Thy mercy’s beams I see , 

Till they inward light impart, 

Glad my eyes, and waim my heart 

Visit then this soul of mine, 

Piefce the gl^om of sin and grief » 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine, 

Scatter all my unbelief * 

More and more Thyself display, 

Shining to the perfect day ’ 

Charles Wesley 1740 
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CCLI 

Morning ^ 

“ Splendor Faternce Giofzce ” 

0 Jesu, Lord of heavenly grace, 

Thou brightness of Thy Father’s face, 
Thou Fountain of eternal light, 

Whose beams disperse the shades of night 

Come, holy Sun of heavenly love, 

Shower down Thy radiarxe from above, 
And to our inward hearts convey 
The Holy Spirit’s cloudless lay. 

And we the Father’s help wiP<iSim, 

And sing the Father’s glorious Name , 

His powerful succour we implore, 

That we may stand, to fall no more 

May He our actions deign to bless. 

And loose the bonds of wickedness , 

From sudden falls our feet defend, 

And bring us to a prosperous end 

May faith, deep rooted in the soul, 

Subdue our flesh, our minds control , 

May guile depart, and discord cease. 

And all within be joy and peace 

And Christ shall be our daily food. 

Our daily drink His precious blood , 

And thus the Spirit’s Cfalm excess 
Shall fill our souls witli holiness 

O hallowed be the approaching day ^ 

Let meekness be our morning ray , 

And faithful love our noonday light , 

And hope our sunset, calm and bright f 
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O Christ ’ with each returning monr 
Thine image to our hearts is borne 
O, may we ever clearly see 
Our S Jluour and our God in Thee ’ 

John Chandler 1837 
Fioni St Ambrose 


ccLir 

Moiiiing 

Lord God of morning and of night, 

We thank Thee for Thy gift of light 
As inT 3 ?\dawn the shadows fly, 

We seem to find Thee now more nigh 

Fresh hopes have tvaken’d m oui hearts, 
Fresh energy to do our parts , 

Thy thousand sleeps our stiength restore, 

A thousand fold to serve Thee more 

Yet whilst Thy will we would pursue, 

Oft what we would we cannot do , 

The sun may stand in zenith skies, 

But on the soul thick midnight lies 

O Lord of lights ’ ’tis Thou alone 
Canst make our darken’d hearts Thine o\\n 
Though this new day with joy we see, 

O Dawn of Go^ f we cry for Thee * 

Praise God, our Maker %nd our Friend ^ 
Praise Him through time, till time shall end ’ 
Till psalm and song His Name adore 
Through Heaven’s great day of Evermore * 
Francis Turner Palgrave 1862, 
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cCLiir 

Mid-day 

When at mid-day my task I ply 
JiiMrlabouriiig hand or watchful eye, 

I need the timely aid of prayer 
To guard my soul from worldly care 

Thou, Loid, didst consecrate this hour 
To mind us of Ihy saving power, 

Thy living water’s heavenly spell, 

The mystery of Jacob’s well 

There, about noon, with toil oppress’d, 
Feebly Thy voice its plaint 9?^5?5ss’d, 

Give Me to drink 0 wondrous woe ' 
God thirsts, from whom all blessings flow ’ 

He needed not, by whom we live, 

And only ask’d, that He might give 
A mightier want He felt within , 

The thirst to save a soul from sin 

Lord, in our pilgrimage of grace, 

Thy weary footsteps oft we trace , 

And in the mnei man renew 
The grief, Thy sacred body knew 

Our spirits faint upon the way, 

We bear the burden of the day 
’Tis then foi strength to Thee v;e turn, 

Sit at Thy feet, and wisdom learn 

We ask of Thee, the gift of God^ 

Pure water from the vital flood, 

To cure oiu fe\ erish thirst of sin, 

A ^vell of water deep within. 
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*Twas at mid-dfey, on blood intent, 

Saul to Damascus raging went 
A light from heaven upon him came, 

Puttin-5 that mid-da> sun to shame 

The sudden glorious burst appals , 

Dash’d to the earth he headlong falls 
A Voice reproves , a Form appears , 

Aghast he sees and tiemblmg hears 

Now stieam%that light with mellow’d glow 
Around our path, where’ei we go , 

Inviting us at noon to raise 

Our hearts to God in prayer and praise 

And calmly now we heai that woid , 

It bids us rise and^meet the Lord 
What hour He cometh, none can say , 

At dead of night, or at mid-day 

O * rise thou then, and strive, my soul, 

To reach the beatific goal ^ 

Thy every nerve and smew stiain. 

The crown of glory to obtain ’ 

For see, m all this noon-tide heat, 

How worldlings labour for the meat 
That perishes and comes to nought. 

Like shadow, when we think ’tis caught 

And \tilt thou then refus^hy pains 
For heaven’s nnpenshable gams ^ 

Or canst thou grudge thy utmost toil 
Foi tieasures, none can steal or spoil? 
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The sun has its meridian past , 

Soon will Its beams oblique be cast , 

And twilight pale will rise t’ enshroud 
Their ladiance in the western uoud 

\tt, for a time, ’tis bright and glad , 

But coming night is daik and sad 
The day to man for toil was given , 

And none at night can woik for Heaven 

Sun of my soul, Thyself "display ’ 

Quicken me, Lord, and cheei my way ’ 
Till, boine upon Thy healing wing, 
Upwaid I soar Thy praise tq/ 

E’en now, when far/rom Thy bless’d light, 
At mom and eve, at noon and night, 

I tune my heart betimes, to join, 

Where angels m Thy piesence shine 

Yet angels, in their loftiest song, 

Fail in their flight, and do Thee wrong , 
Like as their veil’d adoring face 
Tells of a Glory, none can trace ’ 

And now, my mid-day homage paid, 

Life’s busy path again I tread , 

Yet happier far its task I ply 
Fiom suiei trust that Thou art-nigh , 

Nigh to defend, assist, and bles^ 

Making my cares and dangers less , 

And daily duteous toil the road, 

That leads to perfect peace m God , 
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Peace, thiough tHe grace of Chnst our Lord , 
Rest, m the Father’s love restor’d , 

Joy, by the Spirit’s union given , 

The pea^, the rest, the joy of Heaven * 

Janies Fotd 1856 


CCLIV 

Evening 

The day, O Lord, is spent , 

Abide with us, and rest , 

Our hearts’ desiies are fully bent 
On making Thee our guest 

WeJ^ve not 1 cach’d that land, 
That^ppy land, as yet, 

W’here holy angels round Thee stand, 
Whose sun can^never set 

Our sun is sinking no^\ , 

Our day is almost o’er 
O Sun of Righteousness, do Thou 
Shine on us evermore ’ 

John Mason Neale 1854 

CCLV 

Evening 

Behold the sun, that seem’d but now 
Enthroned overhead, 

Beginn^th to dejlme below 
The globe whereon we tread , 

And hS, whom yet w^e looH upon 
With comfort and delight, 

Will quite depart from hence anon. 

And leave us to the night 
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Thus time, unheeded, steals away 
The life which nature gave , 

Thus are our bodies every day 
Declining to the grave r 
Thus from us all our pleasures fly 
Whereon we set our heart , 

And when the night of death draws nigh, 
Thus will they all depart 

Lord ’ though the sun forsake our sight, 
And mortal hopes are v^in , 

Let still Thine everlasting light 
Within oui souls remain ’ 

And in the nights of our distress 
Vouchsafe those rays divin-^'f^ 

Which from the Sun of Righteousness 
For evei brightly ghine ’ 

George Wither 1641 


CCLVI 

Evening 

Accept, my God, my evening song, 

Like incense let it fragrant rise , 

Stir up mine heart, and tune my tongue, 
And let the music reach the skies 

Thou hast my kind protector been 
Through all the dangers of the day , 
My guardian to defend fiom sinj^ 

My guide to choose Ac out my way 

r\ 

The flowing spring of all my good, 

Still pouring blessings from on high , 
Thine hand hath dealt me out my food, 
For every want a kind supply 
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Unceasing, Loid, Thy bounty flow’d , 

Each nxoitient brought me in fresh aid , 

But what returns of love to God 
Havm I for all His kindness made ^ 

What have I done for Him that died 
To save my soul from endless woe ? 

How much have I His patience tried 
From whom all my enjoyments flow ’ 

Fast as my fl>ing minutes pass, 

My faults S,ugment the former sum * 

Forgive the past, and by Thy grace 
Prevent the like for time to come ’ 

Dear saviour, to Thy cross I’ll fly. 

And there my guilty head recline, 

And my whole soul, that sm may die, 

Yield up to influence divine ’ 

Then, sprinkled with atoning blood, 

I’ll lay me down and take my rest, 

Trust the protection of my God, 

And sleep as on my Saviour’js breast 

Variation from Isaac Waits 1709 
By Simon Browne iy20 


cllvii 

jzventng 

All p?aise to Thee, my G?)d, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light, 

Keep me, oh keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath Thine own Almight> wings ^ 
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Forgive me, Loid, for:Thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done , 

That with the world, myself, and Thee 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may bf. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ’ 

To die, that this vile body may 
Rise glonous at the awful day ’ 

0 may my soul on Thee^repose , 

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close , 
Sleep, that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake ’ 


When m the night I sleepless he, 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply ^ 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 

No powers of darkness me molest ’ 

Dull sleep, of sense me to deprive ’ 

I am but half my time alive 
Thy faithful lovers, Lord, are griev’d 
To lie so long of Thee bereav’d 

But though sleep o’ei my frailty reigns, 
Let It not hold me long in chains ’ 

And now and then let loose my heart. 
Till It an hallelujah dart ’ r 

The faster sTeep the senses binds, 

The more unfetter’d are our minds , 

O may my soul, from matter free, 

Thy loveliness unclouded see * 
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O when shall I31 m endless day, 

For ever chase dark sleep away, 

And hymns with the supernal choir 
Incessiint sing, and never tire 

O may my Guardian, while I sleep, 

Close to my bed his vigils keep , 

His love angelical instil , 

Stop all the avenues of ill 

May he celestial joy rehearse, 

And thought to thought with me converse , 
Or m my ste^d, all the night long, 

Sing to my God a grateful song ^ 

Praise.j^d, from whom all blessings flow 
Praise Kim, all creatures here below ’ 

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host * 

Praise Father, Softi and Holy Ghost » 

Bishop Thomas Ken 1693 — 

CCLVIII 

Evening 

O Lord, another day is flown j. 

And we, a lonely band, 

Are met once more befoie Thy throne 
To bless Thy fostering hand 

And wilt Thou lend a listening ear 
To praises low as ours ^ 

Thou wilt > for Thou dost love to hear 
The song whfch meekness pours 

And, ^esus, Thou Thy srSiles wilt deign 
As we before Thee pray , 

For Thou didst bless the infant tram, 

And we are less than they 
T 



274 


The Book of Pjatse 

O let Thy giace perform its pait, 

And let contention cease , 

And shed abroad in every heart 
Thine everlasting peace ’ -- 

Thus chastened, cleansed, entirely Thine, 

A flock by Jesus led, 

The Sun of holiness shall shine 
In glory on our head 

And Thou wilt turn our wandering feet. 

And Thou wilt bless our way. 

Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 
The dawn of lasting day ’ 

Henry Ktike White 1803 

CCLIX 

Evefting 

Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear. 

It is not night if thou be near , 

Oh ’ may no earth-born cloud arise 
To hide Thee from Thy servant’s eyes * 

When found Thy wondrous works below 
My searching rapturous glance I throw, 
Tracing out wisdom, power, and love, 

In earth or sky, in stream or grove , 

Or, by the light Thy words disclose, 

Watch time’s full river as it flows, 

Scanning Thy gracious Providence, 

Where not too deep foi mortal sense , 

When with dear fnends sweet talk I hold, 
And all the flowers of life unfold , 

Let not my heart within me bum, 

Except in all I Thee discern ’ 
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When the soft dewl of kindly sleep 
My weaned eyelids gently steep, 

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For evei om my Saviour’s breast ’ 

Abide with me from morn till eve. 

For without Thee I cannot live * 

Abide with me when night is nigh, 

For without Thee I dare not die • 

Thou Fiamei ofithe light and daik, 

Steer through the tempest Thine own aik I ' 
Amid the howling wintiy sea 
We aie mjgmt if we ha\e Thee 

The lulers of this Christian land, 

’Twixt Thee and us ofdam’d to stand, 
Guide Thou then couise, O Loid, aright ' 
Let all do all as in Thv sight ’ 

Oh ’ b> Thine own sad burthen, boine 
So meekly up the hill of scorn, 

Teach Thou Thy priests their daily cross, 
To beai as Thine, nor count it loss ’ 

If some pool wandering child of Thine 
Have spurn’d, to-day, the voice divine , 
Now, Lord, the gracious woik begin , 

Let him vto more l^e down in sm ’ 

Watch l?y the sick, enrich tfle poor 
With blessings from Thy boundless store ’ 
Be every mourner’s sleep to-night 
Like infant’s slumbers, pure and light ’ 

T 2 
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Come near and bless us ^hen we wake, 

Ere through the world our way we take 
Till, in the ocean of Thy love, 

We lose ourselves in Heaven abcfv^e ’ 

John Keble 1827 


CCLX 

Night 

Hear my prayer, O heaven](y Father, 

Ere I lay me down to sleep 
Bid Thy angels, pure and holy, 

Round my bed their vigil keep 

My sms are heavy, but Thy mercy 
Far outweighs then?, every one , 

Down before Thy cross I cast them, 

Trusting in Ihy help alone 

Keep me, through this night of peril, 
Underneath its boundless shade , 

Take me to Thy rest, I pray Thee, 

When my pilgrimage is made ^ 

None shall measuie out Thy patience 
By the span of human thought , 

None shall bound the tender mercies 
Which Thy Holy Son hath bought 
0 

Pardon all my past transgressions ^ 

Give me strength for days to come , 

Guide and guard me with Thy blessing, 

Till Thine angels bid me home » 

Harnett Parr 1856 
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CCLXI 

Night 

God, that madest earth and heaven, 
Darkness and light , 

Who the day for toil hast given, 

For rest the night , 

May Thine angel guaids defend us ’ ^ 
Slumber sw 5 et Thy mercy send us ’ 

Holy dreams and hopes attend us, 

This live-long night » 

Bishop Reginald Hcher 1 82 7 


CCLXIt 

Night 

Through the day Thy love hath spared us 
Now we lay us down to rest , 

Through the silent watches guard us ! 

Let no foe our peace molest * 

Jesus, Thou our Guardian be ’ 

Sweet It is to trust m Thee 

Pilgrims here on earth, and sti angers , 
Dwelling in 4he midst of foes 
Us ours pteserve from dangers 
In Thine arms may we repose ^ 

And, when life’s sad day 1$ past 
Rest with Thee m Heaven at last ^ 

Thomas Kelly 1806 
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CCLXIII 

Night 

All piaise to Him who dwells in bliss, 

Who made both day and night , 

Whose thione is darkness, in th’ abyss 
Of uncreated light * 

Each thought and deed His piercing eyes 
With strictest search survey , 

The deepest shades no nfore disguise 
Than the full blaze of day 

Whom Thou dost guard, 0 &ng of kings. 
No evil shall molest ^ 

Under the shadow of Thy wings 
Shall they securdy rest 

Thy angels shall around their beds 
Their constant stations keep , 

Thy faith and truth shall shield their heads. 
For Thou dost never sleep 

May we, with calm and sweet repose, 

And heavenly thoughts refresh’d, 

Our eyelids with the morn unclose, 

And bless the Ever-bless’d » 

Charles Wesley 1741 

ccLXiy. 

Night 

Interval of grateful shade, 

Welcome to my weary head 
Welcome slumber to mine eyes, 

Tired with glaring vanities 
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My great Mastli still allows 
Needful periods of repose , 

By my Heavenly Father blest, 

Thus ligive my powers to rest 

Heavenly Father ’ gracious Name ^ 
Night and day His love the same ’ 
Far be each suspicious thought. 
Every anxious care forgot 

Thou, my Q^r bounteous God, 
Crown’st my days with various good , 
Thy kind eye, that cannot sleep. 
These d^enceless houTT shall keep 

What though downy slumbers flee. 
Strangers to my c8uch and me ^ 
Sleepless, well I know to rest. 

Lodged within my Fathei’s breast 

While the empress of the night 
Scatters mild her silvei light. 

While the vivid planets stray • 
Various through their mystic way, 

While the stars unnumbeied loll 
Round the ever constant pole, 

Far above these spangled skies 
All my soul to Jliod shall rise 

Mid the silence of the nl^ht 
Mingling with those angels biight, 
Whose harmonious voices raise 
Ceaseless love and ceaseless praise, 
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Through the throng Kis gentle ear 
Shall my tuneless accents hear , 

l^om on high doth He impart 


He m these serenest hours 
Guides my intellectual poweis, 

And His Spint doth diffuse. 

Sweeter far than midnight dews, 

Lifting all my thoughts afoove 
On the wings of faith and love 
Blest alternate to me, ^ 

Thus to sleep, wake with Jhee 

What if death my sleep invade ’ 
Should I he of death afraid 

Xlstencnded by Thine arm. 

Death may strike, but cannot harm 

What if beams of opening day 
Shine around my breathless clay 
Bnghter visions from on high 
Shall regale my mental e> e 


Tender friends awhile may mourn 
Me from their embraces torn , 
Dearei, better friends I have 
In the realms beyond the giave 


See the guaidian angels nigh 
Wait to waft my soul on high 
See the golden gates displayed ' ^ 
See the crown to grace my hea 
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See a flood of ^cred light, 

Which no more shall yield to night ' 
Transitory world, farewell ’ 

Jesus (^lls, with Him to dwell * 

With Thy heavenly presence blest, 

Death is life, and labour rest , 

Welcome sleep or death to me, 

Still secure, for still with Thee ^ 

Phtk'p Doddridge 1 755 


CCLXV 

Midnight 

My God, now I fr^m sleep awake, 

The sole possession of me take , 

From midnight tenors me secure. 

And guard my heart from thoughts impure ^ 

Bless’d angels < whiie we silent lie, 

You hallelujahs sing on high ^ 

You joyful hymn the Ever-blest 
Before the Throne, and never rest 

I with your choir celestial join 
In offering up a hymn divine , 

With > ou in Heaven I hope to dwell. 

And Sid the night and world farewell 

My soul, when I shake off this dust, 

Lord, in Thy arms I will entrust 
O make me Thy peculiar care , 

Some mansion for my soul picpare ^ 
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Give me a place at rh>#saints’ feet, 

Or some fall’n angel’s vacant seat ’ 
ril strive to sing as loud as they, 

Who sit above in brighter day t 

O may I always ready stand 
With my lamp burning in my hand 
May I in sight of Heaven rejoice, 

Whene’er I hear the Bridegroom’s voice ’ 

All praise to Thee in light array’d, 

Who light Thy dwelling-pte,ce hast made , 
A boundless ocean of bright beams 
From T hy all-glorious Godhead streams 

The Sun in its meridian heig>^ 

Is very darkness in Thy sight ’ 

My soul O lighten ai^d inflame. 

With thought and love of Thy great Name ^ 

Bless’d Jesu, Thou, on Heaven intent. 
Whole nights hast in devotion spent , 

But I, frail creature, soon am tired. 

And all my zeal is soon expired 

My soul, how canst thou weary grow 
Of antedating bliss below. 

In sacred hymns, and heavenly love. 

Which will eternal be abo^ e ^ 

Shine on me, Loid, new life impait ^ 

Fresh ardours kindle in^ry heart ^ 

One ray of Tl^ all-quickening light 
Dispels the sloth and clouds of night 

Lord, lest the tempter me surprise. 

Watch over Thine own sacrifice ^ 
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All loose, all idle Ihoughts cast out, 

And make my very dreams devout ’ 

Praise G%i from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise Him, all creatures here below • 

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host , 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ^ 

Bishop Thomas Ken 1695 — 1709 


CCLXVI 

Midnight 

Awake, my soul, awake to prayer , 

Thy vigil of the night piepare 
Now all ar^nd is dark and still, 

Angels defending us from ill 

The time to sacred thought is dear, 
When Thou alone, good Lord, art neai , 
Hush’d IS the world’s external din, 

That we may hear Thy voice within 

It seems to plead with gentle breath , 

“ Sad child of frailty, heir of death, 

“ Its rest thy weaned body knows , 

“ O ’ let thy soul on Me repose ’ 

“ I came to suffer in thy stead , 

“ I had not where to lay My head 
“Think*on the love, that could piovide 
“ Blessings for nfan, to God denied * ” 

Thus silent hours of darkness prove 
Remembrancers of Jesu’s love , 

While constancy in prayer we learn 
From each succeeding night’s return 
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Day without night the Angels sing, 

Nor rest upon the drooping wing , 

Teaching our souls betimes to ascend, 

Where hallelujahs never end 

David awaked his harp and voice> 

And all within him, to rejoice, 

God’s love to praise at morning light, 

And tell of all His truth at night 

Jacob iti prayer nocturnal Strove , 

No stern repulse his prayer could move 
In vain the Angel-man did say, 

“ Dismiss Me , for ’tis break of day > ” 

See how, m galling fetters laid, 

At midnight Paul aiSi Silas pray’d , 

Their gory wounds still smarting sore, 

And cold the prison’s rugged floor 

They sang the piaises of the Lord , 

So loud they sang, the pnsoneis heard 
And yet^hey thought that death was nigh , 
And clouds obscured their morning sky 

How shall I then Thy praise decline. 

When health, and friends, and home are mine > 
My dawn of day is clear and calm , 

No foes oppress, no fea^ alarm 

Are these Thy mercies, Lord, to me ^ 

O ’ let me then Thy servant be ’ 

Submitting to Thy just control. 

And loving Thee with all my soul 
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So shall I find Th|e strong to save, 

When my last bed shall be the grave , 

The Grave shall own my Saviour’s might. 
And darkless vanish at Thy sight ’ 

Only my soul must now awake 
From sleep of sin, for Thy dear sake ’ 

And then my body shall arise 
From sleep of death to yondei skies 

’Tis theie I hoj^e Thy Face to see, 

The Cl own of all felicity , 

’Tis there I hope that rest to gam, 

Which here I seek, but seek in vain 

As endless ages loll along, 

Endless shall be my grateful song 
And Heaven itself shall pass a^^ay, 

Before I cease mv \ ov s to pay 

Glory to God, v\ ho Israel keeps, 

Who never slumbers, ne\ cr sleeps * 

Almighty Power no weakness knows , 
Unwearied Love asks no repose 

And now, my midnight musings o’er, 

Thy wonted mercies. Lord, restore 
Let sleep again my eyelids fill, 

And Angels guard my soul from ill 

Piaise to the Father, and the Son, 

And th’ THoly Ghost, Bless’(> Three m One ’ 
Praise to the Lord, our God, be giv’n 
By all on earth, by all in heaven * 

James Fold 1856 
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II 

SEED TIME AND HARVEST 
CCLXVII 

Eternal source of every joy, 

Well may Thy praise our lips employ, 
While in Thy temple we appear, 

Whose goodness crowns the circling year 

The flowery spring at Thy command 
Embalms the air and paJhts the land , 

The summer rays with vigour shine, 

To raise the corn, and cheer the vine 

Thy hand in autumn richly/pours 
Through all our coasts ledundant stores, 
And winters, softei^’d by Thy caie, 

No more a face of horror wear 

Seasons and months and weeks and days 
Demand successi\e songs of praise , 

Still be the cheerful homage paid 
With opening light and evening shade ’ 

Oh' may oui more haimonious tongues 
In worlds unknown pursue the songs , 

And in those brighter courts adore, 

Where days and years revolve no more ' 

Philip Doddridge 1755 


CCLXVIII 

Fountain ofSneicy ’ God of lo\e ' 
How rich Thy bounties are ' 
The rolling seasons, as they move, 
Proclaim Thy constant care 
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When in the bo|om of the earth 
The sower hid the grain, 

Thy goodness mark’d its secret birth, 

And s^nt the early rain 

The spring’s sweet influence was Thine, 
The plants in beauty grew , 

Thou gav’st refulgent suns to shine. 

And mild refreshing dew 

These various mercies from above, 
Matur’d the swelling grain , 

A yellow harvest crowns Thy love. 

And plenty fills the plain 

Seed-time and har\ est, Lord, alone 
Thou d^t on man bestow , 

Let him not then forget to ow n 
From w^hom his blessings flow » 

Fountain of love ’ our praise is Thine , 

To Thee our songs we’ll raise. 

And all cieated Nature join 
In sweet harmonious praise ’ 

Alice Flow 87 dew 18 ii 


CCLXIX 

Lord, in Thy Name Thy sen ants plead, 
And Thou hast sworn to hear , 

Thine is the har\ est, Thine the seed, 

The fresh ana fading year 

Our hope, w^hen autumn winds blew wild, 
We trusted. Lord, with Thee , 

And now, that spring has on us smiled, 
We wait on Thy decree 
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The former and the letter lain, 

The summer sun and air, 

The green ear, and the golden grain, 

All Thine, are ours by prayer 

Thine too by right, and ours by grace, 

The wondrous growth unseen, 

The hopes that soothe, the fears that brace, 
The love that shines serene ’ 

So grant the precious things brought forth 
By sun and moon below. 

That Thee, in Thy new heaven and earth, 
We never may forego ’ 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adoref^ 

Be glory, as it was, is now. 

And shall be eve»more ’ 

Amen ’ 

JohnKehU 1857 


CCLXX 

Praise, ,0 praise our God and King, 
Hymns Of adoration sing, 

For His mercies still endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure 

Praise Him that He made the sun 
Day by day his course to run, 

For His mercies still endu<>;e, 
Ever faithful, eveiT sure 

And the silvdr moon by night. 
Shining with her gentle light, 

For His mercies still enduie, 
Ever faithful, ever sure 
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Praise Him thatIHe gave the ram 
To mature the swelling gram, 

For His mercies still endure, 

E\ en faithful, ever sure 

And hath bid the fruitful field 
Crops of precious increase yield , 

For His meicies still endure, 

Evei faithful, c\cr sure 

Praise Him for our harvest-store , 

He hath fill’d ♦he garner-floor , 

For His mercies still endure, 

Ever faithful, ever sure 

And for ridijer food than this, 

Pledge of everlasting bliss , 

For His mercie^ still endure, 

E\er faithful, ever sure 

Glory to oui bounteous King ’ 

Glory let Creation sing * 

Gloiy to the Fathei, Son, 

And blest Spirit, Three m One * 

Sir Henry Wtlhaim Baktr 1861 

CCLXXl 

Praise to God, immortal praise 
For the love that crowns our da>s ’ 
Bounteo« source of every jo}, 

Let Thy praise our tongues employ 

For the blessings of the field, 

For the stores the gardens yield , 

For the vine’s exalted juice. 

For the generous olive’s use 
u 
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Flocks that whiten alMthe plain , 

Yellow sheaves of ripen’d gram , 

Clouds that drop their fattening dews , 
Suns that temperate warmth (fcffuse 

All that Spring with bounteous hand 
Scatters o’er the smiling land , 

All that liberal Autumn pours 
Fiom her rich o’erflowing stores 

These to Thee, my God, we owe, 

Source whence all our bk^ssings flow , 

And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solenrn praise 

Yet, should rising whirlwin^ tear 
From Its stem the ripening ear , 

Should the fig-tree’| blasted shoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit , 

Should the vine put forth no more, 

Nor the olive yield her store , 

Though the sickening flocks should fall, 
And the herds desert the stall , 

Should Thine alter’d hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain , 

Blast each opening bud of joy, 

And the nsing year destroy , 

Yet to Thee my soul should raise 
Grateful vows and solemn prawe , 

And, when every blesUng’s flown, 

Love Thee f^i Thyself alone ^ ^ 

Anna Lcetitia Barbaicld 1773 
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ccLxxn 

Lord of the har\ est > Thee we hail , 

Thine ancient promise doth not fail , 

The varying seasons haste their round. 

With goodness all our years are crown’d 
Our thanks we pay 
This holy day , 

O let our hearts m tune be found ’ 

If Spring doth wake the song of mirth 
If Summer warms the fiuitful earth , 

When Winter sweeps the naked plain. 

Or Autumn "fields its ripen’d grain , 

Still do we sing 
To Thee, our King , 

Through all their changes Thou dost reign 

But chiefly w'hen Thy liberal hand 
Scatters new plenty o’er the land, 

When sounds of music fill the air, 

As homewaid all their treasures bear , 

We too will raise 
Our hymn of praise. 

For we Thy common bounties share 

Lord of the har\ est ’ all is Thine ^ 

The rams that fall, the suns that shine, 

The seed^nce hidden in the ground, 

The skill that makes our fruits abound ^ 
iJew, every year. 

Thy gifts appear , 

New praises from our lips shall sound ^ 

John Hampden Gurney 1838 — 1851 
u 2 



292 


The Book of Praise 


ccLxxnr 

Lord of the harvest ’ once again 
We thank Thee for the ripen’d<gram , 

For crops safe carried, sent to cheer 
Thy servants through another year , 

For all sweet holy thoughts supplied 
By seed-time, and by harvest-tide 

The bare dead g«*ain, in autumn sown, 

Its robe of vernal green puts on , 

Glad from its wintry grave it springs. 

Fresh garnish’d by the King of kings 
So, Lord, to those who sleep in Thee 
■Shall new and glorious bodies be 

Nor vainly of Thy Word we ask 
A lesson from the laeapeFs task , 

So shall Thine angels issue forth , 

The tares be burnt , the just of earth. 
Playthings of sun and storm no more, 

Be gathered to their Father’s store 

Daily, O Lord, our prayers be said, 

As Thdu hast taught, for daily bread , 

But not alone our bodies feed , 

Supply our fainting spirits’ need ’ 

0 Bread of Life ’ from day to day, 

Be Thou their Comfort, Food, and Stay ^ 

Joseph A nshce [1836] 

CCLXXIV 

Come, ye thfnkful people, come. 

Raise the song of Harvest-Home 1 
All is safely gather’d in, 

Ere the winter-storms begin , 
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God, our Mak^, doth provide 
For our wants to be supplied , 

Come to God’s own temple, come, 

Raise iSfie song of Harvest-Home ' 

We ourselves aie God’s own field, 

Fruit unto His praise to yield , 

Wheat and tares togethei sow n, 

Unto joy 01 sorrow grown 
First the blade, and then the eai, 

Then the fuU corn shall appear 
Giant, O harvest Lord, that we 
Wholesome gram and pure may be * 

For the Lord our God shall come, 

And shall^take His haivest home ’ 

Fiom His field shall purge aw'ay 
All that doth offerfd, that day , 

Give His Angels chaige at last 
In the fire the tares to cast. 

But the fruitful cars to store 
In His garner evermore 

Then, thou Church triumphary:, come, 

Raise the song of Harvest-Home ’ 

All are safely gathei’d m. 

Free from sorrow, free from sin , 

There for ever purified, 

In God’s garner to abide 
Come, ten thousand Angels, come, 

Raise tlie gloriipus Harvest-Home * 

He 7 try Alford 1844 
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III 

THE OLD AND NEW YEAR. 

CCLXXV 

Another year hath fled , renew, 

Lord, with our days Thy love * 

Our days are evil here and few , 

We look to live above 
We wiU not gneve, though day by day 
We pass from earthly joys ^ay , 

Our joy abides in Thee , 

Our joy abides in Thee ’ 

Yet, when our sms we call to mind, 

We cannot fail to grieve , 

But Thou art pitiful and kind, 

And wilt our prayer receive 
O Jesu, evermore the same, 

Our hope we rest upon Thy Name , 

Our hope abides in Thee , 

Our hope abides in Thee ^ 

For all the future, Lord, prepare 
Our souls with strength Divine , 

Help us to cast on Thee our care, 

And on Thy servant shme*^ 

Life without Thee is dark and drear , 

Death is notfdeath if Thou art rfeox , 

Our life abides m Thee , 

Our life abides m Thee ^ 

A rthur Tozer Russell 1851, 
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CCLXXVI 

Harp, awaKe ' tell out the story 
Of our love and joy and praise , 

Lute, awake ’ awake our glorv * 

Join a thankful song to raise ' 

Join \\e, brethren faithful-hearted, 

Lift the solemn voice again 
O’er another^) ear departed 
Of our threescore years and ten » 

Lo ’ a theme for deepest sadness, 

In ourselves with sin defiled , 

Lo ’ a theme foi holiest gladness, 

In our Father reconciled ^ 

In the dust we bend before Thee, 

Lord of sinless hosts above , 

Yet in lowliest joy adoie Thee, 

God of mercy, grace, and love ' 

Gracious Saviour > Thou hast lengthen’d 
And hast blest oui mortal span. 

And in our weak hearts hast strengthen’d 
What Thy grace alone began ’ 

Still, when danger shall betide us, 

Be Thy warning whisper heard , 

Keep us at Thy feet, and guide us 
By '¥iiy Spirit and Th> Word ’ 

Let Thy favour and Thy^blessing 
Crown the year we now begin , 

Let us all, Thy strength possessing. 

Grow in giace, and vanquish sin * 
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Storms are round us,^earts are quailing, 
Signs in heaven and earth and sea , 

But, when heaven and earth are failing, 
Saviour ’ we will trust m 'IJiee ^ 

Henry Dewnton [1848] 

CCLXXVII 

Awake, ye saints, and raise your eyes, 

And raise your voices high , 

Awake, and praise that sovereign love 
That shows Salvation nigh 

On all the wings of time it flies, 

Each moment brings it near , 

Then welcome each declining day, 

Welcome each closing y^^r ’ 

Not many years their round shall run. 

Nor many morifings rise, 

Ere all its glories stand reveafd 
To our admiring eyes < 

Ye wheels of nature, speed your course ' 

Ye mortal powers, decay ’ 

Fast as ye bnng the night of death, 

Ye finng eternal day ’ ^ 

Phthp Doddridge 1 75 5 

CCLXXVIII 

While with ceaseless course the sun 
Hasted through the former year, 

Many souls their rac^have fiR^i, 

Never more to meet us here 
Fix’d in an eternal state, 

They have done with all below , 

We a little longer wait, 

But how little, none can know 
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As the winged ?jrrow flies 
Speedily the mark to find , 

^s the lightning from the skies 
Dart^ and leaves no trace behind , 

Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream 
Upward, Lord ’ our spirits raise ’ 

All below is but a dream 

Thanks for mercies past receive , 

Pardon of our sms renew , 

Teach us, h«nceforth, how to live 
With eternity in view 
Bless Thy word to young and old , 

Fill us with a Saviour’s love , 

And, wile'll life’s short tale is told, 

May w^e dwell wnth Thee above ^ 

Joh 7 i Newton 1779 


CCLXXIX 

For Thy mercy and Thy grace, 
Faithful through another year, 

Hear our song of thankfulness, 
Father, and Redeemer, hear ’ 

In our w^eakness and distress, 

Rock of strength ’ be Thou our stay ’ 
In tU£.pathless wilderness 
Be our true £Snd li\ mg w ay ’ 

Who of us death’s aw^il load 
In the coming year shall tread ^ 

With Thy rod and staff, O God, 
Comfort Thou his dying head ’ 
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Keep us faithful, kefp us piue, 

Keep us evermore Thine own < 

Help, O help us to endure * 

Fit us for the promised croirn » 

So within Thy palace gate 
We shall praise, on golden strings. 

Thee, the only Potentate, 

Lord of lords, and King of kings ’ 

Henry Downton [1843I 

CCLXXX 

To-morrow, Lord, is Thine, 

Lodged m Thy sovereign hand, 

And, if its sun arise and^hine, 

It shines by Thy command 

The present moment flies. 

And bears our life away 
0 make Thy servants truly wise, 

That they may live to-day * 

Since on this winged hour 
Eternity is hung. 

Waken by Thy Almighty power 
The aged and the young ’ 

One thing demands our care 
O’ be it still pursued ’ 

Lest, slighted once, the season fair 
Should never be renew’d^ 

To Jesus may we fly 
Swift as the morning light , 

Lest life’s young golden beams should die 
In sudden endless nigjit ’ 

Phthf Doddndge 1755 
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IV 

bapt;ism and childhood 

CCLXXXI 

God of that glorious gift of grace 
Bv which Thy people seek Thy face, 

When m Thy presence we appear, 
Vouchsafe us faith to venture near ' 

Confiding in»Thy truth alone, 

Here, on the steps of Jesus’ throne, 

We lay the treasure Thou hast given 
To be received and rear’d for Heaven 

Lent to u?for a season, we 
Lend him for ever, Lord, to Thee ’ 

Assured, that, if to' Thee he live, 

We gam in what we seem to give 

Large and abundant blessings shed, 

Warm as these prajeis, upon his head * 
And on his soul the dews of grace, 

Fresh as these drops upon his face * 

Make him and keep him Thine own child, 
Meek follower of the Undefil’d ’ 

Possessor here of grace and love , 

Inheiitor of Heaven above ’ 

John S B Monsell 1837 

CtLXXXIT 

Lord * Inay the inward gr£ 5 :e abound 
Through Thine appointed outward sign , 

A milder seal than Abraham found 
Of cov’nant blessings more Divine , 
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Which opens glory tojour view 
Beyond the brightest hope he knew » 

Type of the Spirit’s living 
In faith we pour the hallow’d stream , 
We sign the cross upon the brow, 

The solemn pledge of truth to Him, 
Who shed for us His precious Blood 
To seal the covenant of God 

Baptized into the Trinity, 

Adopted children of Tny grace, 

O help us, Lord, to live to Thee 
A humble, pure, and faithful race * 
Instruct us, sanctify, defen^ 

And crown with heavenly me our end » 
Edward Oslei 1836 


CCLXXXIII 

In token that thou shalt not fear 
Christ Crucified to own, 

We pnnt the cross upon thee here, 
And stamp thee His alone 

In token that thou shalt not blush 
To glor)^ in His Name, 

We blazon here upon thy frq^ 

His glory and His ^ame 

In token thaf thou shalt not flinch 
Chnsf s quarrel to maintain, 

But ’neath His banner manfully 
Firm at thy post remajn , 
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In token that th(ju too shalt tread 
The path He travell’d by, 

Endure the cross, despise the shame, 

And s^t thee down on high , 

Thus, outwardly and visibly. 

We seal thee for His own 
And may the brow that wears His cross 
Hereafter share His crown ’ 

Henry Alford 1832 


CCLXXXIV 

Sweet baby,'^leep ' what ails my dear, 
What ails my darling thus to cry ’ 

Be still, my child, and lend thine ear, 

To heai me sing thy lullaby 
My pretty lamb, forbeai to weep , 

Be still, my dear , sweet baby, sleep 

Thou blessed soul, what canst thou fear ? 

What thing to thee can mischief do ? 
Thy God is now thy Father dear, 

His holy Spouse, thy mother too 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

Though tn^conception was m sin, 

A sacred bathing thou hast had , 

And though thy birth unclean hath been, 
A blameless babe thou now art made 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be stiU, my dear, sweet baby, sleep 
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While thus thy lullaby Lsing, 

For thee great blessings ripening be , 
Thine eldest brother is a king, 

And hath a kingdom bought ff>r thee 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

Sweet baby, sleep, and nothing fear , 

For whosoever thee offends 
By thy protector threaten’d are. 

And God and angels are ehy friends 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

When God with us was dwellSig here, 

In little babes He took delight , 

Such innocents as th^, my dear, 

Are ever precious m His sight 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

A little infant once was He , 

And strength in weakness then was laid 
Upon His virgin mother's knee, 

That power to thee might be convey’d 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

In this thy frailty and thy neeS^ 

He fnends and helpers doth prepare, 
Which thee shill chensh, clothe, and feed, 
For of thy weal they tender are 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 
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The King of king-f, when He was born, 

Had not so much for outward ease , 

By Him such dressings were not worn, 

Nor sufji-like swaddling-clothes as these 
Sweet babv, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

Within a manger lodged thy Lord, 

Where oxen la>, and asses fed 
Warm 100ms we do to thee afford, 

An easy cradle or a bed 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

The wants t^at He did then sustain 

Have purchased wealth, my babe, for thee , 
And by His torments and His pain 
Thy rest and ease secured be 
My baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet bab/, sleep 

Thou hast, yet more, to perfect this, 

A promise and an earnest got 
Of gaming everlasting bliss. 

Though thou, my babe, perceiv’st it not , 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep , 

Be still, my babe , sweet baby, sleep 

George Wither 1641 


CiCLXXXV 

Sleep well, my dear , sledj) safe and free , 
The holy Angels are with thee, 

Who always sec thy Father’s face. 

And ne\er slumber, nights nor days 
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Thou liest m down, soft every way , 

Thy Saviour lay in straw and hay , 

Thy cradle is far better drest 
Than the hard crib where He ^^rd rest 

None dare disturb thy present ease , 

He had a thousand enemies , 

Thou liVst in great security , 

But He was punish’d, and for thee < 

God make thy mother’s health increase, 

To see thee grow in strength and grace. 

In wisdom and humility. 

As infant Jesus did for thee ’ 

God fill thee with His heavenly light 
To steer thy Christian course aught , 

Make thee a tree, of blessM root, 

That ever bends with godly fruit * 

Sleep now, my dear, and take thy lest , 

And if with riper years thou’rt blest, 
Increase m wisdom, day and night, 

Till thou attain st th’ eternal Light • 

John Christian Jacobi 1722 
From John Chnstophef Ruhr 


CCLXXXVI 

0 Holy Lord, content to live 
In a poor home, a lowly child, 

And in subjection meek to give=r-- 
Obedience to Thy mother mild , 

Lead every child that bears Thy Name 
To walk in Thy pure upnght way, 

To dread the touch of sin and shame, 
And humbly, like Thyself, obey ’ 
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O let not this vyjrld’s scorching glow 
Thy Spirit’s quickening dew efface, 

Nor blast of sin too rudely blow. 

And <juench the trembling flame of grace , 

Gather Thy lambs within Thine arm. 

And gently in Thy bosom bear , 

Keep them, O Lord, from hurt and harm, 
And bid them rest for ever there ' 

So shall they, waiting here below. 

Like Thee^ their Lord, a little span, 

In wisdom and in stature grow, 

And favour both with God and man 

William Walsham How [1854 ] 

CCLXXXVII 

Savioui, who Thy flock art feeding 
With the Shepherd’s kindest care, 

All the feeble gently leading, 

While the lambs Thy bosom share , 

Now, these little ones receiving, 

Fold them in Thy gracious a^m , 

There, we know. Thy word believing, 

Only there, secure from harm ^ 

Never, from Thy pastuie roMng, 

Let them be the lion’s prey , 

Let Thy tenderness so loving 

Keep-^m all life’s dangerous way 

Then, within Thy fold eternal, 

Let*them find a resting-place, 

Feed in pastures ever vernal. 

Drink the rivers of Thy grace • 

Wtlhatn Augustus Muhlenbsrg 1826 
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CCLXXXVIII 

Lamb of God, I look to Thee 
Thou shalt my example be , 

Thou art gentle, meek, and mild , 

Thou wast once a little child 

Fain I would be as Thou art , 

Give me Thy obedient heart • 

Thou art pitiful and kind , 

Let me have Thy loving mind ’ 

Meek and lowly may I be , 

Ihou art all humility < 

Let me to my betters bow , ^ 

Subject to Thy parents Thou 

Let me above all fulfil 

God my heavenly Fathei^s will , 

Never His good Spirit grieve , 

Only to His glory live * 

Thou didst live to God alone , 

Thou didst never seek Thine own , 

Thou Thyself didst never please , 

God was all Thy happiness 

Loving Jesu, gentle Lamb, 

In Thy gracious hands I am , 

Make me, Saviour, what Thou art * 

Live Thyself within my heafr^ 

I shall then ^hew forth Thy praise , 

Serve Thee all my happy days , 

Then the world shall always see 
Chnst, the Holy Child, m me 

'■ Charles Wesley 1740 
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CCLXXXIX 

When Jesus left His Father’s throne, 

He ch8se an humble birth , 

Like us, unhonour’d and unknown, 

He came to dwell on earth 

Like Him, may we be found below 
In wisdom’s paths of peace , 

Like Him, in grace and knowledge grow 
As years and strength increase 

Jesus pass’d by the rich and great 
For men of low degree , 

He sanctified our paients’ state. 

For poor\ke them was He 

Sweet were His woilis, and kind His look 
When mothers round Him press’d , 

Their infants in His arms He took. 

And on His bosom bless’d 

Safe from the world’s alluiing harms, 
Beneath His watchful eye, 

Thus in the circle of His arms 
May we for ever lie ’ 

When Jesus into Salem rode, 

The children sang around , 

For joy they pluck’d the palms, and strow’d 
Their-^fisrments on the ground 

Hosaij;cia our glad voices raise, 

Hosanna to our King ’ 

Should we forget our SaviouFs praise. 

The stones themselves would sing ' 

James Montgomery 1825 
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God of mercy, throned on high, 

Listen from Thy lofty seat , 

Hear, O hear our feeble cry, 

Guide, 0 guide our wandering feet ! 

Young and erring travellers, we 
All our dangers do not know , 

Scarcely fear the stormy sea, 

Harchy feel the tempest blow. 

Jesus, lover of the young, 

Cleanse us with Thy Bloc"! divine * 

Ere the tide of sin grow strong, 

Save us, keep us,'* make us Thine ^ 

When perplex’d in danger’s snare, 

Thou alone our guide canst be , 

When oppress’d with woe and care, 

Whom have we to trust but Thee ^ 

Let us ever hear Thy voice. 

Ask Thy counsel every day , 

Saints and angels will rejoice, 

If we walk in wisdom’s way 

Saviour, give us faith, and pour 
Hope and love on every se«4J 
Hope, till time shall be no more ’ 

Love, whilfi endless ages roll ^ - 

Variation from Henry Neele 1 8 1 8 . 
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CCXCI 

Shepherd of Israel, from above 
Thy feeble flock behold , 

And let us never lose Thy love, 

Nor wander from Thy fold 

Thou wilt not cast Thy lambs away , 

Thy hand is ever near, 

To guide them lest they go astrav, 

And keep them safe from fear 

Thy tender care supports the weak, 

And w 3 B. not let them fall , 

1 hen teach us, Lord, Thy praise to speak, 
And on Thy Name to call > 

We want Thy help, for u e are frail , 

Thy light, for we aie blind , 

Let grace o’ei all our doubts prevail, 

To prove that Thou art kind 

Teach us the things we ought*to know . 

And may we find them true , 

And still, in stature as we grow 
Increase in wisdom too 

Guide us through life , and when at last 
We-e*^er into rest, 

Thy tender arms around us cast, 

Aad fold us to Thy bieast ’ 

William HiUy Bathurst 1831 
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V 

HOLY COMMUNION 
CCXCII 

With all the powers my poor soul hath 
Of humble love, and loyal faith, 

I come, dear Lord, to worship Thee, 

Whom too much love bow^d low for me 

Down, busy sense , discourses die , 

A.nd all adore faith’s mystery ’ 

Faith IS my skill, faith can believe 
As fast as love new laws shaiF give 

Faith is my eye, faitH strength affords 
To keep pace with those gracious words , 
And words more sure, more sweet than they, 
Love could not think, Truth could not say 

O dear memorial of that Death 
Which sbill survives, and gives us breath ’ 
Live ever. Bread of Life, and be 
My food, my joy, my all to me ’ 

Come, glonous Lord ’ my hopes increase 
And mix my portion with Thy peace ’ 

Come, and for ever dwell in me 
That I may only live to J'hee^'^ 

Come, hidden Ife, and that long day 
F or which I languish, come away ^ 

When this dry soul those eyes shall see, 

And (Jrink the unseal’d Source of Thee , 
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When Glory’s Sun faith’s shade shall chase, 
And, for Thy v^il, give me Thy face , 

Then shall my praise eternal be 
To the Eternal Trinity • 

Variation from Richard Crashaw 1646 

By John Austin, 1668, 

and Theophilus Domngton 1686 

CCXCIIl 

In memory of the Saviour’s love. 

We keep ^he sacred feast, 

Where every humble contrite heart 
Is made a welcome guest 

By faith we take the Bread of Life, 

With wllich oui souls are fed , 

And Cup, in token of His Blood 
That was for sirihers shed 

Under His banner thus we sing 
The wondeis of His lo\e, 

And thus anticipate b> faith 
The heavenly feast above 

Thomas Cotterill 1810 
Altered by Richard Whittingham 1835 

ccxciv 

O God, unseen, > et ev er near, 

“ Thy presence may w^e feel , 

And t hus^ inspired with holy fear, 
BefoTeahing altar kneel 

Her<J may Thy faithful people know 
The blessings of Thy love , 

The streams that through the desert flow , 
The manna from above 
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We come, obedient to^Thy word, 

To feast on heavenly food , 

Our meat, the Body of the Lord , 

Our drink, His precious Blopd 

Thus would we all Thy words obey , 

For we, 0 God, are Thine , 

And g^o rejoicing on our way, 

Renewed with strength Divine ^ 

Edward Osier [1836,] 


ccxcv 

Lord, when before Thy throne we meet, 
Thy goodness to adore, 

From Heaven, th* eternal mercy-seat 
On us Thy blessing pour. 

And make our inmost souls to be 
An habitation meet for Thee » 

The Body for our ransom given , 

The Blood in mercy shed , 

With thij immortal food from Heaven, 

Lord » let our souls be fed » 

And, as we round Thy table kneel, 

Help us Thy quickening grace to feel ♦ 

Be Thou, O Holy Spirit, nigh * 

Accept the humble pr^-ycr^*****^ 

The contrite soufs lepentant sigh. 

The sinner*L heartfelt tear » ^ 

And let our adoration rise, 

As fragrant incense, to the skies » 

Tressthan George htcholas (1838 ) 
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«:cxcvi 

JesUy dulcedo cordtum 
Jesus, thou Joy of loving hearts ’ 

Thou l^ount of Life ’ Thou Light of men ’ 
From the best bliss that earth imparts, 

We turn unfill’d to Thee again 

Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood , 

Thou savest those that on Thee call , 

To them that seek Thee, Thou art good. 

To them th%t find Thee, All in All ^ 

We taste Thee, O Thou Living Bread, 

And long to feast upon Thee still * 

We drink of Thee, the Fountain Head, 

And thirs^our souls from Thee to fill ’ 

Our restless spirits yearn for Thee, 

Where’er ou», chai%eful lot is cast , 

Glad, when TJ-iy gracious smile we see, 

Blest, when our faith can hold Thee fast 

0 Jesus, ever with us stay ’ 

Make all our moments calm and bright ’ 
Chase the dark night of sin away, 

Shed o’er the world Thy holy^ight ’ * 

Ray Palmer [1834 ] 
From St Bernard 


CCXCVII, 

They talk’d of Jesus, as they went , 

And Jesus, all unknown. 

Did at tlieir side^Himself present 
With sweetness aP His own 
Swift, as He op’d the S2cr?d word. 

His glory they discern’d , 

And swift, as His dear voice Uiey heard. 
Their hearts within them burn’d 
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He would have left them, but that they 
With prayeis His love assail’d 
“ Depart not yet ’ a little stay ' ” 

They press’d Him, and prevail’d 
And Jesus was reveal’d, as there 
He bless’d and brake the bread 
But, while they mark’d His heavenl> air. 
The matchless Guest had fled 

And thus at times, as Christians talk 
Of Jesus and His word. 

He joins two friends amidsf their walk, 

And makes, unseen, a third 
And oh * how sv eet their converse flows, 
Their holy theme how clear, 

How warm with love each bc^m glows, 

If Jesus be but near * 

And they that woo His visl'ts sweet, 

And will not let Him go, 

Oft, while His broken bread they eat, 

His soul-felt presence know 
His gather’d friends He loves to meet 
And fill with joy their faith. 

When they with melting heaits repeat 
The memory of His death 

But such sweet visits here are brief. 
Dispens’d from stage to stage, 

(A cheering and a prized relief,) 

Of faith’s hard pilgrimage 
There is a scene where Jesus ne’er. 

Ne’er leaves His happy guests , ^ 

He spreads a ceaseless banquet there. 

And love jtill fires their breasts 

Thomas Griiifield 1836 
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ccxcvin 

Jesus, when near th’ expected hour, 

That Hell^o grieve Him should have power, 
A.S on His cross He kept His view, 

Into an upper room withdrew, 

With all His votaries there to meet 
And celebrate the Paschal treat 

Then He Himself for death disposed , 

Of dying well ^e art disclosed , 

He wash’d with condescension sweet 
And wiped His happy lovers’ feet. 

That from pollution cleansed they might 
Approach the Eucharistic rite 

The Eucharist He then ordain’d , 

With food immortal them sustain’d , 

Then sang an hymn, the feast to close, 

And sweeten His approaching woes, 
Scattering truths heav’nly, high, and sweet, 
As to the Mount He made retreat 

While death was lively in His thought, 

He heavenly truths with vigour taught, 

How to be loved of God, and love , 
Promised sweet peace and joys above, 

And the bless’d Spirit’s constant aid , 

And for them all with fervour pray’d 

He spent Tils preparation hours 
To warn of dangeis and hell-powers , 

Their hearts to counsel, strengthen, cheer. 
To arm against degenerate fear , 

Pure love fraternal to instil, 

And form them to His Father’s will 
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My soul ’ O copy every line 
Of this original divine ' 

On Jesus' votaries you must tend , 

To wash their feet must conde^end , 

You pleasure for sweet Jesus’ sake 
In humble chanties must take 

With zeal wash your own spirit clean 
From all concupiscence terrene , 

When wash’d m penitential dew, 

Then your baptismal vow i^enew , 

What Peter wish’d for, wash all o’er, 

And take great care to sin no more 

Wash’d in heart-puiifying te^ 

You must at Jesus’ feast appear, 

With food immortal to be fed. 

That you nor Hell nor Death may dread , 
Then sing an hymn of the like strain 
With that above of the Lamb Slam 

God’s love to all with zeal suggest , 

And from the flame m } our own breast 
Fire othe* hearts, that they the Name 
Of Jesus’ friends may humbly claim , 

From God’s love, love fraternal fire, 

In which all Jesus’ fnends conspire 

Your foes both pray for, and forgive , 

And, when you ceasing are to'ii\«£ 

Strong cnes to Love Paternal send , 

Into Love’s haijtds your soul commend , 

In Love s soft hands to bliss you’ll fly, 

Taught by loved Jesus how to die 

Bishop Thomas Ken [1721 
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HOLY MATRIMONY. 

CCXCIX 

The voice that breathed o’er Eden, 
That earliest wedding day, 

The primal njarnage blessing, 

It hath not pass’d away 

Still in the pure espousal 
Of Christian man and maid, 

The Holy 'Jhree are with us, 

The three fold grace is said 

For dower of blessM children, 

For love and faith’s sweet sake 
For high mysterious union 
Which nought on earth may break * 

Be present, awful Father, 

To give away this Bride, 

As Eve thou gav’st to Adam 
Out of his own pierc’d side ' 

Be present. Son of Mary, 

To join their loving hands, 

As Thoii didst bind two natures 
In Thine eterftal banda^ 

Be present Holiest Spirit7 
To bless them as they kneel , 

As Thou, for Christ the Bridegroom, 
The heavenly Spouse dost seal ^ 
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O spread Thy pure wingf o’er them ’ 

Let no ill Power find place, 

When onward to Thine altar 
The hallow’d path they trace,'* 

To cast their crowns before Thee 
In perfect sacrifice, 

Till to the home of gladness 
With Christ’s own Bride they rise ^ 

John KehU 1857 


VII 

THE BURIAL OF THE^ DEAD 
CPC 

Thou God of Love ’ beneath Thy sheltering wings 
We leave our holy dead, 

To rest in hope * From this world’s sufferings 
Their souls have fled ^ 

Oh * when our hearts are burthen’d with the weight 
Of life, and all its woes, 

Let us remember them, and calmly wait 
To our life's close ’ 

J am Euphemta Browne (1849) 

CCCI 

Nunc siescipe, terra^fovendur^ 

Rweive him, Earth, unto thine harbouring shrine , 
In thy soft tranquil bosom let him rest , 

These hmbs of man I to thy care consign, 

And trust the noble fragments to thy breast 
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This house was once t^e mansion of a soul 
Brought into life by its Creator’s breath , 
Wisdom did once this living mass control , 

And Christ was there enshrined, who conquers 
death 

Cover this Body to thy care consign’d , 

Its Maker shall not leave it in the grave , 

But His own lineaments shall bear in mind, 

And shall recall the image which He ga\ e 

Isaac Wtlhanis 1838 
{From Prudentms) 

CCCIl 

There is a Cc%n for those who weep , 

A rest for weary pilgrims found , 

And, while the mould-frmg ashes sleep, 

Low in the ground, 

The Soul, of origin Divine, 

God’s glorious image, freed fiom clay. 

In Heaven’s eternal sphere shall shine, 

A Star of Day 

The sun is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in the sky , 

The Soul, immortal as its Sire, 

Shall never die ’ 

Jaynes Montgomery 1804 


CCCIII 

Must friends and kindred droop and die, 
And helpers be withdrawn, 

While sorrow, with a weeping eye. 
Counts up our comforts gone ^ 
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Be Thou our comfort, mighty God ’ 

Our Helper and our ‘'Friend ' 

Noi leave us, m this dangerous road, 

Till all our trials end ’ 

O may our feet pursue the way 
Our pious fathers led , 

With love and holy zeal obey 
The counsels of the dead ’ 

Let us be wean’d from all below , 

Let hope our grief expeV, 

While death invites our souls to go 
Where our best kindred dwell 

Isaac Watts 1 709 


CCCIV 

r 

Now let our mourning hearts revive, 

And all our tears be dry , 

Why should those eyes be drown’d m grief, 
Which view a Saviour nigh ? 

What though the arm of conquering death 
Does God’s own house invade ^ 

What though the prophet and the priest 
Be number’d with the dead ^ 

Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust, 
The aged and the young , 

The watchful eye in darknesg^losed, 

And mute th’ instructive tongue 

Th’ Eternal SCepherd still survives, 

New comfort to impart , 

His eye still guides us, and His voice 
Still animates our heart 
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Lo, I am with you * saith the Lord , 

My Church shall safe abide , 

For I will ne’er forsake My own, 

Whose souls in Me confide 

Through every scene, of life and death, 

This promise is our trust , 

And this shall be our children’s song 
When we are cold in dust 

Philip Doddridge 1755 

CCCV 

1 hou art gone to the grave but we will not deploie 
thee. 

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the 
tomb ^ 

The Savioui hath pass’d thiough its portal befoie 
thee, 

And the lamp of His lo\ e is th\ guide through the 
gloom ’ 

Thou art gone to the giave we no longer behold 
thee, 

Nor tread the rough path of the .world by thy 
side, 

But the wide aims of Mercy are spread to enfold 
thee, 

And sinners may die, for the Sinless has died ’ 

Thou art gone to the gra\e and, its mansion 
forsakir^,'*' 

Pei haps thy weak spirit in feai lingered long , 

But the miid ra>s of Paradite beam’d on thy 
w^aking, 

And the sound which thou heard’st was the 
Seraphim’s song » 


Y 
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Thou art gone to the gra\ c but we w ill not deploi e 
thee , 

Whose God was thy ransom, thy Guai dian, and 
Guide ' 

He gave thee, He took thee, and ric will restore 
thee , 

And death has no sting, foi the Sa\ loui has died’ 
Bishop Rtg maid Heber 1827 


CCCVI 

Bi other, thou art gone bcfoic us , and thy saintly 
soul is flow n 

Where tears are wiped fioin every e}C, and sorrow 
IS unknowm , 

From the burden of the flesh, and from care and 
fear releas’d 

Where the wicked cease from tioubling, and the 
weary are at icst 

The toilsome ^wav thoii’st tiavelled o’er, and borne 
the hea\> load 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet to reach 
His blest abode 

Thou rt sleeping now, like Lazai us upon his father’s 
breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest 

Sm can never tainf thee now% nor dou*bt thy faith 
assail, 

Nor th> meek tiust in Jesus Chi 1st and the Holy 
Spirit fail 
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And theie thou’rt sure Jo meet the good, whom on 
earth thou lovedst best, 

Wheie the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest 

Earth to earth, and dust to dust, the solemn priest 
hath said , 

So we lay the turf above thee now, and we seal thy 
narrow bed , 

But thy spirit, brother, soars away among the 
faithful blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest 

And when the Lord shall summon us, whom thou 
hast left b(?hind, 

May we, untainted by the world, as sure a welcome 
find ’ 

May each, like thee, depart in peace, to be a 
glorious guest, 

Where the wicked cease fiom tioubhng, and the 
wear> are at rest ’ 

Henry Hart Mtlman 1822 


VIII 

CHURCH DEDICATION 

• ^ 

cfccvii 

Lord of hosts ’ to Thee raise 
Here a house of prayer and praise 
Thou Thy people's hearts prepare, 
Here to meet for praise and prayer^ 
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Let the living here be fed 

With Thy Word, tne heavenly bread , 

Here, in hope of glory blest, 

May the dead be laid to re^t * 

Here to Thee a temple stand 
While the sea shall gird the land f 
Here reveal Thy mercy sure. 

While the sun and moon endure f 

Hallelujah ’ earth and sky 
To the joyful sound refly ' 

Hallelujah • hence ascend 
Prayer and praise till time shall end ’ 
James Montgomery 1825 

cccvin 

€ 

Angulare Fundamentum 

Chnst IS our corner-stone, 

On Him alone we build , 

With His true saints alone 
The courts of Heaven are fill’d 
/Dn His great love 
Our hopes we place 
Of present grace 
And joys above 

O then with hymns of praise 
These hallow’d courts sMl ring , 

Our voices we will isiise"^ 

The Three in One to sing 
And tnus proclaim 
In joyful song 
Both loud and long 
That glorious Name 
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Here, gracious (Jod, do Thou 
For evermore draw nigh , 

Accept each faithful vow, 

And ma^ each suppliant sigh , 

In copious shower 
On all who pray 
Each holy day 
Thy blessings pour * 

Here may we gam from Heaven 
The grace winch we implore , 

And may that grace, once gi\en, 

Be with us evermore, 

Until that da> 

When all the blest 
To ?ndless rest 
Are call’d av ay ’ 

John Chandler 1837 


CCCIX 

The lovely form of God’s own Church, 

It riseth m all lands , 

On mountain sides, in wooded vales, 

And by the desert sands 

There is it, with its solemn aisles, 

A heavenly, holy thing , 

And roundUits walls lie Christian dead, 
Blessedly slumbering 

Though sects and factions rend the world, 
Peace is its heritage , 

Unchanged, though empires by it pass, 
The same from age to age 
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The hallow’d foim our fathers built, 

That hallo^v’d form build we , 

Let not one stone from its own place 
Removed ever be • 

Scoff as thou passest, if thou wilt, 

Thou man that hast no faith , 

Thou, that no soiiows hast in life, 

Nor blessedness m death 

But we will build, for all thou scoff, 

And ciy, “What wasters this * ” 

The Lord our God hath given us all. 

And all is therefoic His 

Clear voices from above sound out 
Their blessing on the piie , 

The dead beneath support our hands. 
And succour us the while 

Yea, when we climb the rising walls, 

Is peace and comfort gi\ en ' 

Because the work is not of earth, 

But hath Its end in Heaven ’ 

Henry Alford 1845 


IX 

THE LORDS DAY 

cccx 

Welcome, sweet day, of days the best. 

The tune of holy mirth and rest, 

When to God’s house the saints repaii 
To hear His word and see His face, 

To learn His will and sing His grace, 

Ap^d vent their hearts m praise and piavei 
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This IS employme|it ali Divine , 

My soul, the blest assembly join, 

And fiom the world this day retiie 
Go, bow l]^fore thy Maker’s throne, 

Thy risen Saviour’s glories own, 

And feed thy love, and fan the fire 

Forget the tiifles heie below, 

The shining heap, the gaudy show, 

All sensual mirth, and worldly cares , 

On wings of sirong devotion use, 

Pass c\ery clc?lid, pass all the skies. 

And leave beneath Thy feet the stars 

To God direct thy steady flight, 

Great Fund of bliss and Source of light , 
There fix,^nd there delight thine eyes 
View every shining wonder o’er, 

And with tiansportei heart adore, 

And feast on fiuits of paradise 

This day was by our Loid ordain’d. 

That thus His servants might be train’d 
For heavenly work, and heavenly joy 
My soul, be this thy day of rest^ 

And thus prepare thee to be blest, 

Thus all thy holy hours employ » 

Simon Browne 1720 


CCCXI 

0 day^most calm, most bright ’ 

The fruit of thisj the next world’s bud , 
The indorsement of supreme delight, 
Writ by a Friend, and with His blood , 
The couch of time , care’s balm and bay , 
The w eek were dark, but for thy light , 
Thy torch doth show the way 



328 


The Book of Plant 


The other days and thou 
Make up one man , whose face thou art, 
Knocking at Hea\ en with thy brow 
The working days aie the bao^c part , 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to stoop and bow, 

Till thy lelcasc appear 

Man had straight forward gone 
To endless death , but thou dost pull 
And turn us loiind to look; on One, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 

We could not choose but look on still, 
Since theie is no place so alone, 

The which He doth not fill ’ 

r 

Sundays the pillars ai e 
On which Hea\’n’s''palacc arched lies 
The other days fill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities 
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
Of God’s rich garden , that is bare. 

Which parts their ranks and orders 

c 

The Sundays of man’s life, 

Threaded together on time’s string, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal glorious King 
On Sunday Heaven’s gate stands ope , 
Blessings are plentiful and «jtfe,^ 

Moie plentiful than hope 

r 

This day my Saviour rose. 

And did enclose this light for His , 

That, as each beast his manger knows, 
Mannmight not of his fodder miss 
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Christ hath took m this^piece of ground, 

And made a garden there, for those 
Who want herbs for their wound 

The rest of our Creation 
Our great Redeemer did remove 
With the same shake, which at His passion 
Did th’ earth, and all things with it, move 
As Samson bore the doors away, 

Christ’s hands, though nail’d, wrought our salvation, 
And did unhinge jfhat day 

The brightness of that day 
We sullied by our foul offence , 

Wherefore that robe we cast away, 

Having a new at liis expense. 

Whose drops of blood paid the full price 
That was required to make^us gay. 

And fit for Paradise 

George Herbert 1632 


CCCXII 

My Lord, my love was crucified. 

He all the pains did bear , 

But in the sweetness of His rest 
He makes His servants share 
How sweetly rest Thy saints above 
Which in Thy bosom lie » 

The Church b^ow doth rest in hope 
Of that felicity 

Thou, Lord, who dailv feed’st Thy sheep, 
Mak’st them a weekly feast , 

Thy flocks meet in their several folds 
Upon this day of rest 
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Welcome and dear unto my soul 
Are these sweet feasts of love 
But what a sabbath shall I keep 
When I shall rest above ’ 

I bless Thv wise and wondious love, 

Which binds us to be free 
Which makes us leave our earthly snaies, 
That vve may come to 1 hee • 

I come, I wait, I hear, I piav » 

Thy footsteps, Lord, I trace ' 

I sing to think this is the way 
Unto my Saviour’s face ' 

John Maso 7 t 1683 


CCCXTII 

0 time of tranquil joy ai;i 4 holv feeling f 
When over earth God’s Spiiit fiom above 

Spreads out His wings of love ' 

When sacred thoughts, like angels, come appealing 
To our tent doors , 0 eve, to earth and heaven 
The sweetest of the seven * 

How peaceful'" are thy skies ’ thy air is clearer, 

As on the advent of a giacious time 
The sweetness of its prime 
Blesseth the world, and Eden’s days seem nearer 

1 hcai, in each faint stirring of the breeze, 

God’s voice among the trees 

0 while thv hallowed moments are distilling 
Their fresher mflucjace on my heart like dews, 

The chamber where I muse 
Turns to a temple ’ He, whose converse thrilling 
Honoured Emmaus, that old eventide, 

Comes sudden to my side 
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’Tis light at evening tiiqie when Thou art present , 
Thy coming to the eleven in that dim room 
Brightened, O Christ ^ its gloom 
So bless my lo3;j.ely hour that memories pleasant 
Around the time a heavenly gleam may cast, 
Which many days shall last ’ 

Raise each low aim, lefine each high emotion, 

That with moie ardent footstep I may press 
Toward Thy holiness , 

And, braced for sacred duty by devotion, 

Support my cross along that rugged load 
Which Thou hast sometime trod * 

I long to see Thee, for my heart is weary 
O when, my LorcJH in kindness wilt Thou come 
To call Thy banished home ^ 

The scenes are cheerless, '^nd the days are dreary , 
From sorrow and from sm I would be free, 

And evermore with Thee ’ 

Even now I see the golden city shining 
Up the blue depths of that transpaient air 
How happy all is there ’ 

There breaks a day which never knows declining , 
A Sabbath, thiough whose circling hours the blest 
Beneath Thy shadow rest ’ 

Jaynes D Burns 1854 


CCCXIV 

Psalm XCII 

Sweet is the work, m> God, my King, 

To praise Thy Name, give thanks and sing, 
To show Thy love by morning light, 

And talk of all Thy truth at night 
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Sweet IS the dav of saci^cd rest , 

No mortal cares shall seize my bieast , 

O may my heart in tune be found, 

Like David’s harp of solemn SQAind ’ 

My heart shall triumph in my Loid, 

And bless His works, and bless His word 
Thy woiks of grace, how bright the> shine ' 
How deep rh> counsels, how divine • 

Fools never laise their thoughts so high. 

Like brutes they live, like brutes thev die 
Like grass they flourish, till Thy breath 
Blast them m everlasting death 

But I shall share a glorious ]g»art, 

When grace hath well refined my heart. 

And fresh supplies of joy arc shed, 

Like holy oil to cheer my head 

Sin, my worst enemy before. 

Shall vex m> eyes and eais no moie , 

My inward foes shall all be slam. 

Nor Satan break my peace again 

f 

Then shall I see and hear and know 
All I desired or wish’d below, 

And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy ’ 

Isaac Watts 1719 

CCCXV 

Ps^LM L 5 QCXI 

r 

Sing to the Lord, our might, 

With holy feivour sing , 

Let hearts and instruments unite 
'^To praise our heavenly King 
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This IS His holy house, 

And this His ifestal day, 

When He accepts the humblest vows 
That we sincerely pay 

The Sabbath to oui sires 
In mercy first was given , 

The Church her Sabbaths still requires 
To speed her on to Heaven 

We still, like them of old. 

Are in the^vilderness , 

And God is still as near His fold. 

To pity and to bless 

Then let«^s open wide 
Our hearts for Him to fill , 

And He, that Israe\then supplied, 

Will help His Israel still 

Henry Francis Lyte 1 834— 1 84 1 


CCCXVI 

The day of rest once more comes round, 
A day to all believers dear , 

The silver trumpets seem to sound, 

That call the tribes of Israel near , 

Ye people all, 

Obey the call, 

And tn J^ovah’s courts appear 

Obedient to Thy summons, Lord, 

We to Thy sanctuary come , 

Thy gracious presence here afford, 

And send Thy people joyf 1 home , 
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Of Thee our Kinij 
O may we sing, 

And none with such a theme be dumb ’ 

O hasten, Loid, the da> wheiAhosc, 

Who know Thee heic, shall sec Ihv face , 
When suffering shall for ever close, 

And they shall leach their destined place , 
Then shall thc> i est 
Supremely blest, 

Eternal debtois to Th> grace ' 

Thomas Kelly 1806 


CCCXVII 

Hail, thou bright and sacied morn, 
Risen with gladress m thy beams • 
Light, which not of earth is born, 
From thy dawn m gloiy sti earns 
Airs of Heaven are bieath’d aiound 
And each place is holy ground 

Sad and weary were our way, 
Fainting oft beneath our load. 

But for thee, thou blessed day, 
Resting-place on life’s loiigh road ’ 
Here flow forth the streams of grace, 
Strengthen’d hence we run our race 

Great Creator ’ who this day ' 

From Thy perfect w^ork didst rest , 
By the souls Chat own Thy sw^ay 
Hallow’d be its hours and blest , 
Cares ot earth aside be thiown, 

This day giv n to Heaven alone • 
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Saviour f who this day didst break 
The daik piison of the tomb , 

Bid my slumbcimg soul awake, 

Shine through all itb sin and gloom 
Let me, from my bonds set free, 

Rise fiom sin and Inc to Thee • 

Blessed Spiiit ' Comfoiter f 
Sent this dav fiom Chiist on high. 

Lord, on me Th> gifts confei, 

Cleanse, illumine, sanctify’ 

All Thine influence shed abioad, 

Lead me to the truth of God ’ 

Soon, too soon, the sw^eet icpose 
Of this fiay of God will cease , 

Soon this glimpse of Heaven will close, 
Vanish soon theihours of peace , 

Soon retui n the toil, the strife, 

All the w carmess of life 

But the lest which yet remains 
For Thy people, Loid, above, 

Knows nor change, nor fears, ^noi pains, 
Endless as then Saviour’s love 
O may every Sabbath here 
Bring us to that rest more near ’ 

Juha A fine Elliott 1 833 


tCCCXVIII 

Loid of the Sabbath ' I?eai our vows, 
On this Thy day, 111 this Thy house , 
And own as giateful sacrifice 
The songs which from the desert^rise 
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Thine earthly Sabbaths, Loid, we love , 
But theie’s a noblei iCst abo\e , 

To that our labouiing souls aspire 
With ardent pangs of stiong desire 

e- 

No more fatigue, no more distress , 

Nor sin noi hell shall reach the place , 

No groans to mingle with the songs 
Which warble from immoital tongues 

No rude alarms of raging foes , 

No caies to break the loi^^ repose , 

No midnight shade, no clouded sun, 

But sacred, high, eternal noon 

O long-expected day, begin * 

Dawn on these realms of v-oe and sin » 
Fain would we leave this weary road, 

And sleep in deatk, to rest with God * 

Philip Doddridge 1 755 

CCCXIX 

To Thy temple I repair , 

Lord, I-love to worship there , 

When, within the veil, I meet 
Christ before the mercy-seat 

Thou, through Him, art reconciled , 

I, through Him, became Thy child , 

Abba, Father ’ give me giace^ 

In Thy courts to seekrThy fae'e • 

While Thy ^orious praise is sung, 

Touch my lips, unloose my tongue. 

That my joyful soul may bless 
Thee, the Lord mv Righteousness ’ 
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While the prayers of saints aacend, 

God of love ’ to mine attend • 

Hear me, for Thy Spirit pleads , 

Hear,^foi Jesus intei cedes ' 

While I hearken to Thy law, 

Fill my soul with humble awe , 

Till Thy Gospel bring to me 
Life and immortality 

While Thy ministers proclaim 
Peace anApardon m Thy b.ame. 

Through their voice, by faith, may I 
Hear Thee speaking from the sk> * 

From Thy house when I return, 

May my'lieart within me burn , 

And at evening let me say, 

I have walk’d wit'h God to-day ' 

James Montgomery 1812 


cccxx 

Ere another Sabbath close, 

Ere again we seek repose. 

Lord * our song ascends to Thee , 
At Thy feet we bow the knee 

For the mercies of the day, 

For this rest upon our way. 

Thanks ^ Thee alone be given. 
Lord of eartlT, and King of Heaven ’ 

Cold our services havelbeen , 
Mingled every prayer with sin , 

But Thou canst and wilt forgive. 

By Thy grace alone we live ’ 
z 
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'Whilst this lhoin> path we tiead, 

May Th> lo\ e our footsteps lead ‘ 

When oui jouiney hcie is past, 

May we lest with Ihcc at last ’ 

Let these eaithly Sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of oui jo>s abo\e , 

W^hile then steps lh> pilgiims bend 
To the lest which knows no end ' 

“OP” 1S26 


CCCXXI 

Of Thy love some gracious token 
Grant us, Lord, before we go , 

Bless Thy w^ord which has been spoken , 
Life and peace on all bestow » 

When we join the world again, 

Let our hearts with Thee remain 
O direct us 
And protect us. 

Till v\re gain the heavenly shoie. 

Where 'I'hy people w^ant no more • 

7 ho7?ias Kelly 1 804. 


END OF PARr--?Il. 
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PART THE FOURTH 


SONGS OF THE HEART. 


I 

THE CALL 

Rise j He calleth thee^" — (Mark x 49.; 

CCCXXIT 

Child of sin and sorrow, 

Fill’d with dismay, 

Wait not for to-moirow, 

Yield thee to day ’ 

Heaven bids thee come 
While yet there’s roojn 
Child of sin and soiiow, 

Hear, and obey ’ 

Child of sin and sorrow. 

Why wilt thou die ^ 

Coi^, while thou canst borrow 
Help from on high » 

Griev e not that love 
Which from abSve, 

Child of sin and sorrow, 

Would bung thee mgh » 

Thomas Hasitng^ 1834 
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CCCXXIII 

Poor child of sin and woe, 

Now listen to thy I athei’s pleading voice , 

No longer need’st thou go 
Without a friend to bid thy heart lejoice 

I know thou canst not rest 
Until thou art from guilt and sorrow free , 

Earth cannot make thee b^est , 

Come, bnng thy suffering, bleeding heait to Me 

How often, in the hour 
Of weariness, would I have succoured thee ' 

But thou didst spurn the p^vver, 

And scorn the heart that loved so tendeily 

Oh, what on earth appears 
To comfort thy distress and heal thy grief, 

To dry thy bitter tears. 

And offer thy poor sinking soul lelief ^ 

Thy life of sm has been 
A toilsome path, without one cheeimg ray , 

Now on thy Father lean, 

And He will guide thee in a better way 

Come, leave the desert land, 

And an the husks on which thy soul has fed , 
And trust the faithful Hand: r 
That offers thee a feast of living Bread 

r 

0 sinner * ’tis the voice 
Of One, who long has loved and pitie^thee ^ 
He would thy heart rejoice. 

And set ^hee from all sm and suffering ffpe 
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Oh, canst thju turn away ? 

It IS thy Father that invites thee near ^ 

Nay, sinner * weep and pray ’ 

And Heaven shall hail the penitential tear * 

Ehza Fanny Morns, 1858 


cccxxiv 

Return, 0 wanderer, to thy home , 

Thy Father calls for thee 
No longer now an exile roam, 

In guilt and misery 
Return, return ’ 

Returnf 0 wanderer, to thy home , 

Tis Jesus calls for thee 
The Spirit and %he Bride say, Come 
0 now for refuge flee , 

Return, return f 

Return, 0 wanderer, to thy home , 

’Tis madness to delay , 

There are no pardons m t^e tomb, 

And bnef is mercy’s day 
Return, return f 

Thofnas Hastings. 1834, 


CCCXXV 

Haste, traveller, haste » the night comes on, 
And many a shining hour is gone , 

The storm is gathering in the west, 

And thou art far from home and rest , 

Haste, traveller^shaste I 



344 


The Book of Praise 

O far from home thy footsteps stray , 

Christ IS the Life, and Christ the Way, 

And Chiist the Light, thy setting Sun, 

Sinks ere thy morning is begun ^ 

Haste, tia\cller haste ’ 

Awake, awake ’ pursue thy w ay 
With steady course, while yet ’tis da) , 

While thou art sleeping on the ground. 
Danger and darkness gather round , 

Haste, tia>eller, haste > 

The rising tempest sw ceps the sky , 

The rams descend, the w mds are high , 

The waters swell and death and fear 
Beset thy path, nor refuge nefi , 

Haste, tra\eller, haste * 

0 yes ’ a shelter )ou may gam, 

A covert from the wind and ram, 

A hiding-place, a rest, a home, 

A refuge from the wrath to come , 

Haste, travel] ei, haste ^ 

Then linger not in aU the plain. 

Flee for thy life, the mountain gam , 

Look not behind, make no delay, 

0 speed thee, speed thee on thy wav , 

Haste, traveller, haste » 

Poor, lost, benighted soulrJ art thou 
Willing to find salvation now ^ 

There yet is hope , hear mercy’s call , 

Truth ’ Life ’ Light ' Way * m Chiist is all 
Haste to Him, haste ’ 
Wilharn Bengo Colly er [1829 ] 
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CCCXXVf 

Just as thou art, without one trace 
Of love or joy or inwaid grace, 

Or mectness for the heavenly place, 

O guilty sinner, come ’ 

Burden’d with guilt, w ouldst thou be blest ^ 
Trust not the 4\oild, it gives no lest , 

Christ brings relief to hearts opprest , 

0 weary sinnei, come ’ 

Come, leave thy buiden at the cross , 

Count all thy^ gains but w^orthless dross , 

His grace o’erpays all eaithly loss , 

0 itcedy sinner, come • 

Come hither ' bring thy boding fears, 

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears , 

’Tis Mcicy’s voice salutes thine ears , 

O trembling sinner, come • 
Russell Sturgis Cooke 1850 


CCCXXMI 
Rev xxii 1 7 

Sweet rs the Spirit’s sti am 
Bieath’d by soft plcadmgs in^y heard 
By all the heart’s deep fountains stirr’d, 
By conscience, a id the wiittcn W ord , 
Come, wandeieis, home again • 1 



346 


The Book of Pi aise 


The Bride repeats the call , 

By high thanksgiving, lo\\l> piayer, 

By days of rest, and fostering caic, 

By holy iites, that all may share , 

She whispers, Come ’ to all 

Let him who hears sav, Come ' 

If thou hast been sms wretched slave , 

If thou art iisen from that gra\e , 

Thy sleeping biethien seek to save, 

And call the wandeieis home 

r 

And let all come, who thiist * 

P reelv for every child of w^'oe 
The streams of living waters flow , 

And whosoever will, may ro 
Where healing fountains biiist 

There drink ancl be at rest , 

On Him who died for thee believe , 

Ihe Spnit’s quickening giace iecei\e , 

No more the God who seeks thee grieve , 
Be holy, and be blest ' 

Joseph A list ICC ri836 


CCCXXVTIT 

With tearful eyes I look around , 

Life seems a dark and stormy sea , 
Yet midst the gloom I heSr a '■sound, 

A heavenly whisper'J Come to Me ’ 

It tells me of a place of rest , 

It tells me wdiere my soul may flee 
Oh ’ to the wearv, faint opprest, 

How sweet the bidding, Come to Me ' 
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When the pooi jjeart with anguish iearns 
That earthly props resign’d must be, 

And from each broken cistern turns, 

It hCajs the accents, Come to Me • 

When against sm I strive m vain, 

And cannot from its yoke get free. 
Sinking beneath the heavy chain, 

The words arrest me, Come to Me ’ 

When nature shudders, loth to part 
From all ? love, enjoy, and see , 

When a faint chill steals o’er my heart, 

A sweet voice utters. Come to Me ’ 

Come, for all else must fail and die , 

Earth isiao resting-place for thee , 

Hea'v enward direct thy weeping eye , 

I am thy Portion', Come to Me * 

O voice of mercy, voice of love ’ 

In conflict, grief, and agony, 

Support me, cheer me from above, 

And gently whisper, Come to me ^ 

Charlotte Elliott 1834 


CCCXXIX. 

Come, take my yoke, the Saviour said , 
To follow INile be not afraid , 

For I in heart am lowly, meek, 

And offei you the re^_y.o^ seek 

The yoke of Pleasure may allure, 

And promise bliss that will endure , 
But, when it has thy youth despoifd, 
’Twill cast thee off as garment soil’d 



The Boo/c of Praise 

Take not on thee the yoke of Wealth , 
’Twill eat thy soul, destroy thy health, 

And make thee feel how cheap the cost, 

If worlds could buy the pe£u:e it lost 

Ambition, too, its }okc displays, 

And hangs out its perennial bays , 

Be not, poor soul, b> it misled , 

I offer thee a crown instead 

Then take my yoke, ’tis soft and light, 
’Twill ne’er disturb thy Test at night. 

But guide thee to that world abo\e 
Where no restraint is known but love 

Robt?t Smith i86 


CCCXXX 

Behold ’ a Stranger’s at the door ^ 

He gently knocks, has knock’d before, 
Has waited long, is waiting still , 

You treat no other fiicnd so ill 

But will He prove a Fiicnd indeed ^ 

He will J the veiy Friend you need ’ 
The Man of Nazareth, tis He, 

With garments dyed at Calvary 

Oh lovely attitude * He stands 
With melting heart, and laden hands ’ 
Oh matchless kindness ’ '■andoHe shows 
This matchless kindnbss to His foes 

Rise, touch’d with gratitude Divine , 
Turn out His enem> and thine. 

That hateful, hell-boin monster, Sin , 
And let the Hea\ enlv Stranger m 
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If thou art pool , (and poor thou art,; 

Lo ’ He has richefc to impart , 

Not wealth, in which mean av’rice rolls , 

0 bettei far ’ the wealth of souls ’ 

Thou’rt blind , He’ll take the scales away^ 
And let m evei lasting day 
Naked thou art , but He shall dress 
Thy blushing soul in Righteousness 

Art thou a weepei ^ Grief shall fly , 

For who can weep with Jesus by ^ 

No terror shall thy hopes annoy , 

No tear, except the teai of joy 

Admit Him, for the human breast 
Ne’er entertain’d so kind a Guest 
Admit Him, foi you (Jan’t expel , 

Where’er He comes, He comes to dwell 

Admit Him, ere His angei burn , 

His feet, departed, ne’er return » 

Admit Him , oi the hour’s at hand. 

When at His dooi denied you’ll %tand 

Yet know, (noi of the terms complain,) 

If Jesus comes, He comes to reign , 

To reign, and with no partial sway , 
Thoughts must be slam, that disobey ' 

Sovereign of soulS * Thou Prince of Peace * 
O may Thy gentle reign increase ^ 

Throw wide the door, each willing mind * 
And be His empire all mankind ' 

Joseph Gngg 1765 
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CCCXXXI 

The winds were howling o’er the deep, 
Each wave a watery hill , 

The Saviour waken’d from fjjs sleep , 

He spake, and all was still 

The madman in a tomb had made 
His mansion of despair 
Woe to the traveller who stray’d 
With heedless footstep there ‘ 

The chains hung broken from his arm, 
Such strength can hell supply , 

And fiendish hate, and fierce alarm, 
Flash’d from his hollow eye 
f 

He met that glance, so thrilling sweet , 
He heard those accents mild , 

And, melting at Messiah’s feet, 

Wept like a weaned child 

Oh > madder than the raving man ’ 

Oh ’ deafei than the sea • 

How long the time since Christ began 
To call in vain on me ’ 

He call’d me when my thoughtless prime 
Was early ripe to ill , 

I pass’d from folly on to crime , 

And yet He call’d me Slill « 

He call’d in the time of dread, 

When death was full in view , 

I trembled on my feverish bed. 

And rose to sin anew 
€ 
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Yet, could I hear Him once again, 

As I have heaM of old, 

Methinks He should not call in vain 
His wanderer to the fold 

Oh Thou • that every thought canst know. 
And answer every prayer, 

Oh ’ give me sickness, want, or woe , 

But snatch me from despair » 

My struggling will by grace control • 
Renew my*" broken vow ’ 

What blessed light breaks on my soul ^ 

My God ’ I heal Thee now * 

Btshoi) Regt 7 tald Heber 1827 


cccxxxn 

Was dii vor tausend Jahren ” 

A thousand years have fleeted , 
And, Saviour ’ still we see 
Thy deed of love repeated 
On all who come to Thee 
As he who sat benighted. 
Afflicted, poor, and blind , 

So now, (Thy word is plighted,) 
Joy, ltght,*and peace I fird 

Dark gloom my spirit filbng. 
Beside the way I sat , 

Desire my heart was thrilling , 
But anguish more than that 
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To me no ray was gi anted, 

Although I heaid the psalms 
The faithful sweetly chanted, 

And felt the waving palms 

r 

With grief my heart was aching , 
O’erwhelmmg were my vv oes. 

Till, heaven-born couiage taking. 

To Thee my cry arose 

0 David’s Son, relieve me, 

“ My bitter anguish quell , 

“ Thy promised succour give me, 
“And this dark night dispel >” 

With tears that fast were flowing, 

1 sought Thee through t^e ciowd. 
My heart more tender growing. 

Until I wept aloud 
Oh * then my grief diminish’d , 

For then they cried to me, 

“ Blind man, thy woe is finish’d , 
“Arise, He calleth thee^” 

I came with steps that falter’d , 

Thy course I felt Thee check , 
Then straight my mind was altered, 
And bow’d my stubborn neck 
Thou saidst, “ What art thou seeking 
“ O Lord ^ that I might see 
Oh ^ then I heard Thee speaking , 

“ Believe, and it sh^ b'S ” 

Our hope, Lerd, faileth never. 

When Thou Thy word dost plight 
M) fears then ceased for ever, 

And all my soul was light 
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Thou gavest Thy blessing , 

From formei guilt set free, 

Now heavenly joy possessing, 

O Loi^ ' I follow Thee » 

Frances Elizabeth Cox 1841 
From Ffederic de la Motte Fouque 


CCCXXXIII 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

“ Come uhto Me and rest , 

‘‘ Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
“ Thy head upon My breast * ” 

I came to Jesus as I was, 

Weary, ;|nd worn and sad , 

I found in Him a resting-place, 

And He has ma4^ me glad 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

Behold * I freely give 
^ The living water , thirsty one, 

“ Stoop down, and drink, and live ^ 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 
Of that life-givmg stream , ** 

My thirst was quench’d, my soul revived. 
And now I live m Him 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

^ I am this dark world’s light , 

"Look unto^Me, thy mom shall rise, 

" An<3 all thy^day be bright ” 

I look’d to Jesus, and I found 
In Him my Star, my Sun , 

And in that light of life I’ll walk 
TilUravelling days aie done 

H or ail us Boi\it 1856 
A A 
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cccxxxi’^ 

In evil long I took delight, 

Unawed by shame or fear, 

Till a new object struck my si^t, 

And stopp’d my wild career 
I saw One hanging on a Tiee, 

In agonies and blood, 

Who fix’d His languid eyes on me, 

As near His Cross I stood 

Sure nevei till my latest bi^eatb 
Can I forget that look 
It seem’d to charge me with His death, 
Though not a word He spoke 
My conscience felt and own’d the guilt, 
And plunged me in despsf r , 

I saw my sms His Blood had spilt, 

And help’d to nad Him there 

Alas ’ I knew not what I did ’ 

But now my tears are vain 
Where shall my trembling soul be hid ^ 
For I the Lord have slam ’ 

A second look He gave, which said, 

“ I freely all forgive , 

“ This Blood IS for thy ransom paid , 

‘‘ I die, that thou ma/st live ” 

Thus, while His death my sin displays 
In all Its blackest hue, 

Such is the mystery of grace, ^ 

It seals my pardon too 
With pleasing grief, and mournful joy, 
My spint now is fill’d, 

That I should such a life destroy, 

Yet live by Him I kiU’d 

John Newton 
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II 

THE ANSWER 

1 will arise, and go to my Father (Luke xv i8 ) 

cccxxxv 

And have I measured half my days, 

And half my journey run, 

Nor tasted the Redeemer’s grace, 

Nor yet my work begun ^ 

The morning of my life is past, 

The noon is almost o’ei , 

The night of death approaches fast, 

When I elm work no more 

Darkness He makes-iHis secret place, 

Thick clouds surround His Thione , 

Nor can I yet behold His face, 

Or find the God Unknown 

A God that hides Himself He is, 

Far off from mortal sight , 

An inaccessible Abyss 
Of uncreated Light 

Far off He is, yet always near , 

He fills both earth and Heaven, 

But dotl]^ noWo my soul appear. 

My soul from^Eden driven 

O’er earth a banish’d man I rove, 

But cannot feel Him nigh 
Wheie is the pardoning God of Love, 

Who stoop’d for me to die ^ 

A A2 
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I sought Him in the secret cell 
With unavailing care 
Long did I in the desert dwell, 

Nor could I find Him there ^ 

Still every means in vain I try , 

I seek Him fai and neai , 

Wheie’er I come, constiain’d to cry, 

“ My Savioui is not here ” 

God IS in this, in every place 
Yet oh ’ how dark and void 
To me * ’tis one great wilderness, 

This earth without my God ’ 

Empty of Him, who all things fills, 

Till He His Light impart, 

Till He His glorious Self leveals, 

The veil is on my heait 

O Thou, who seest and know’st my giicf, 
Thyself Unseen, Unknown • 

Pity my^ helpless unbelief, 

And take away the stone ’ 

Regard me with a gracious eye , 

The long-sought blessing give , 

And bid me, at the point to die, 

Behold Thy face, and live ’ 

A darker soid did never yet 
Thy piomised help implore 
O ’ that I now my Lord might meet, 

And never lose Hun moie ^ 

Charles Wesley 174^9 
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CCCXXXVI 

O Thou, whose tender mercy hears 
Contrition’s humble sigh, 

Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears 
From sorrow’s weeping eye , 

See, low before Thy throne of grace, 

A wretched wanderer mourn , 

Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face ^ 
Hast Thou not said, Return ^ 

And shall^y guilty fears prevail 
To drive me from Thy feet ^ 

Oh ’ let not this dear refuge fail. 

This only safe retreat ’ 

Absent from Thee, my Guide, my Light, 
Without one cheeiing ray, 

Thiough dangers, fears, and gloomy night. 
How desolate my way ’ 

O shine on this benighted heart, 

With beams of mercy shine ’ 

And let Thy healing voice impart 
A taste of joys Divine ’ 

Thy piesence only can bestow 
Delights which never%loy 
Be this my solace heie below, 

And my eternal joy ’ 


Anne ^teele 1760 
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When shall Thy love constrain 
And force me to Thy bre&st ^ 
When shall my soul return again 
To her eternal rest ^ 

Ah ’ what avails my strife, 

My wandering to and fro ^ 

Thou hast the words of endless life , 
Ah ’ whither should f go ^ 

Thy condescending grace 
To me did fieely move , 

It calls me still to seek Thy face, 
And stoops to ask my^ove 

Lord ’ at Th/feet I fall , 

I groan to be set free , 

I fain would now obey the call. 

And give up all for Thee 

Though late, I all forsake, 
M3rfriends, my life resign 
Giacious Redeemer, take, O take, 
And seal me ever Thine ’ 

Come, and possess me whole, 

Nor hence again remove 
Settle, and fix my wave^jing soul 
With all Thy wei^t of love * 

My one Sesire be this, 

1 hy only love to know, 

To seek and taste no other bliss, 
rNo other good below 
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My Life, my Portion Thou, 

Thou all-aufficient art , 

My Hope, my heavenly Treasure, now 
Enter, and keep my heart ’ 

Charles Wesley 1740 

CCCXXXVIII 

My spirit longeth for Thee 
Within my troubled breast, 

Although I be unworthy 
Of so»Divme a Guest 

Of so Divine a Guest 
Unworthy though I be, 

Yet has my heart no rest 
Unl(^s It come from Thee 

Unless It comerfrom Thee, 

In vain I look around , 

In all that I can see 
No rest is to be found 

No rest is to be found 
But m Thy blessdd lov^ 

0 let my wish be crown’d, 

And send it from above ^ 

John Byrofn 1773 

CCCXXXIX 

Weary ^f wandering from my God, 

And now made willing to return, 

1 hear, and bow me*o the rod , 

For Him, not without hope, I mourn 
I have an Advocate above, 

A friend before the Throne of Love 
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0 Jesu, full of pardoning grace, 

More full of giace tlian I of sin , 

Yet once again I seek Thy face, 

Open Thine arms and take me m, 

And freely my backslidings h^l, 

And love the faithless sinner still » 

Thou know^st the way to bring me back, 

My fallen spirit to restore , 

0 , for Thy Truth and Mercy’s sake, 

Forgive, and bid me sin^no more ’ 

The ruins of my soul repair, 

And make my heart an house of prayer ’ 

The stone to flesh again convert. 

The veil of sin once moiC remove , 

Drop Thy warm Blood upon my heart, 

And melt it withf Thy dying love 
This rebel heart by love subdue. 

And make it soft, and make it new * 

Give to mine eyes refreshing tears, 

And kindle my relent mgs now , 

Fill all my soul with filial fears, 

To Thy sweet yoke my spirit bow , 

Bend by Thy giace, 0 ^ bend, or break 
The iron smew in my neck • 

Ah > give me, Lord, the tender heart, 

That trembles at th’ ^pp*roadi of sm , 

A godly fear of sin impart, 

Implant, afid root it deep within , 

That I may diead Thy gracious pow^ei, 

And never dare offend Thee more f 

Charles Wesley 1 749 
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QCCXL 

Hear, gracious God ’ a sinner^s cry, 

For I h^e nowhere else to fly , 

My hope, my only hope’s in Thee , 

O God, be merciful to me * 

To 1 hee I come, a sinner poor, 

And wait for mercy at Thy door , 

Indeed, I’ve nowhere else to flee 
O God, be merciful to me ’ 

To Thee I come, a sinner weak. 

And scarce know how to pray or speak , 
From fear and weakness set me free , 

O God, be jnerciful to me ’ 

To Thee I come, a sinner vile , 

Upon me. Lord, voifchsafe to smile ’ 

Mercy alone I make my plea , 

O God, be merciful to me * 

To Thee I come, a sinner great. 

And well Thou knowest all my state , 

Yet full forgiveness is with Thfee , 

O God, be merciful to me ' 

To Thee I come, a sinner lost. 

Nor have I ought wherein to tniat , 

But where Thou ait, Loid, I would be , 

O God, be ujeiciful to me * 

To gloiy bring me, Lord, at last , 

And there, when all my flars aie past, 

With all the saints I’ll then agree, 

God has been merciful to me ^ 

Samuel Meiley 1789 
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Hear, gracious God ^ my hi-Pinble moan , 

To Thee I breathe my sighs 
When will the mournful night be gone, 

And when my joys arise ^ 

My God ’ Oh ’ could I make the claim. 

My Father and my Friend ’ 

And call Thee mine, by*every name 
On which Thy saints depend , 

By ever) name of power and love 
I would Thy grace ent^^at , 

Nor should my humble hopes remove, 

Nor leave Thyr sacred seat 

Yet, though my soul m darkness mourns, 
Thy word is all my stay , 

Here I would rest till light returns, 

Thy Presence makes my day 

Speak, Lord, and bid celestial peace 
Reheve my aching heart ’ 

0 smile, and bid my sorrows cease, 

And all the gloom depart ’ 

Then shall my drooping^spinj: rise, 

And bless Thy heading ra)s, 

And change these deep complaining sighs 
For songs of sacred praise ’ 

Anne Steele 1760 
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CCCXLTT 

And shall 1 sit alone, 

Oppress’d with grief and fear, 

To God my Father make my moan, 

AnS He refuse to hear ^ 

If He my Father be, 

His pity He will show, 

From cruel bondage set me free, 

And inward peace bestow 

If still, He silence keep, 

’Tis but my faith to try , 

He knows and feels, whene’er I weep, 

And softens every sigh 

Ther^will I humbly wait. 

Nor once indulge despair , 

My sms are great, but not so great 
As His compassions are 

Benjamin Beddome \i7^9 ] 

CCCXLIII 

0 that my load of sin were gone ’ 

O that I could at last su!)mit 
At Jesus’ feet to lay it down, 

To lay my soul at Jesus’ feet ’ 

When shall mine eyes behold the Lamb, 
The God of my salvation see ^ 

Weary, ^ Lord, Thou knoVst I am , 

Yet still i cannot come to Thee 

Rest for my soul I long to find , 

Saviour ^ (if mine indeed Thou art,) 
Give me Thy meek and lowly mind 
And stamp Thy image on my heart ’ 
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Fain would I leain of Thee, my God, 

Thy light and eas/buiden prove, 

The cross, all stain’d with hallow’d blood. 
The labour of Thy dying love 

This moment would I take it up, 

And after my dear Master bear , 

With Thee ascend to Calvary’s top, 

And bow my head and suffer there 

I would , but Thou must give the power, 
My heart fiom every sin release 
Bring near, bring near the joyful hour, 

And fill me with Thy perfect peace ’ 

Come, Lord, the drooping sinner cheer, 
Nor let Thy chariot-wheels delay ^ 
Appear, in my poor heart appear » 

IVfy God, my Saviour, come away ’ 

Charles Wesley 1 742 


CCCXLIV 

Come, ^et us to the Lord our God 
With contrite hearts return , 

Our God is gracious, nor will leave 
The desolate to mourn 

His voice commands the tempest forth, 
And stills the stormy wave , 

And, though His arm be^trong to smite, 
’Tis also stiong to ^ave 

Long hath flie night of soiiow leigffd , 
The dawn shall bimg us light , 

God shall appear, and we shall nse 
With gladness in His sight 
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Oui hearts, if God we seek to know, 

Shall know HAa, and rejoice , 

His coming like the morn shall be, 

Like morning songs His voice 

As dew upon the tender herb, 

Diffusing fragrance round , 

As showers that usher in the spring, 

And cheer the thirsty ground , 

So shall His Presence bless our souls, 

And shed it joyful light , 

That hallow’d morn shall chase away 
The SOI lows of the night 

John Morrison 1781 


III 

FAI'rti 

‘ Looking unto Jesus^ the A uthor and Finisher of 
onr Faith^^—ifi^'B xii 2) 

CCCXLV 

Come, O thou Traveller unknown, 

Whom still I hold, but cannot see, 

My company before is gone, 

And I am left alone with Thee , 

With Thee all night I mean to stay, 

And wrestle till the break of day 

I need not tell Thee who I am, 

My misery or sm declare , 

Thyself hast call’d me b/my name , 

Look on Thy hands, and read it there > 

But Who, I ask Thee, Who art Thou ^ 

Tell ine Thy Name, and tell me niw. 
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In vam Thou strugglest to get free, 

I never will unloose my hold , 

Art Thou the Man that died for me ^ 
The secret of Thy love unfol^ 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know 

Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal 
Thy new, unutterable Name ^ 

Tell me, I still beseech Thee, tell 
To know it now, lesolved i am 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know 

’Tis all in vain to hold Thy trigue. 
Or touch the hollow of my thigh , 
Though every smew -be unstrung. 

Out of my arms Thou shalt not fly 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know 


What though my shrinking flesh complain. 
And murmur to contend so long ^ 

I rise superior to my pain , 

When I am weak, then I am strong 
And when my all of strength shall fail, 

I shall with the God-Man prevail 

My strength is gone , my-^nature dies , 

I sink beneath Thy weighty hand, 

Faint to revive, and fall to rise , 

I fall, and yet by faith I stand 
I stand, and will not let Thee go, 

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know 
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Yield to me now, for I am weak, 

But confident m Self-despair , 

Speak to my heart, in blessings speak, 

Be conquered by my instant prayer ' 
Speak, or Thou never hence shalt move, 
And tell me, if Thy Name is Love ? 

’Tis Love * ’tis Love ' Thou diedst for me • 

I hear Thy whisper in my heart ’ 

The morning breaks, the shadows flee , 
Pure universal Love Thou art ’ 

To me, to all, Thy bowels move , 

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love ’ 

My prayer hatlj power with God , the grace 
Unspeakable I now receive , 

Through faith I see Tfi^e face to face, 

I see Thee face to face, and live 
In vain I have not wept and strove , 

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love 

I know Thee, Saviour, Who Thou art , 
Jesus, the feeble sinner’s Friencf* 

Nor wilt Thou with the night depart, 

But stay, and love me to the end ’ 

Thy mercies never shall remove. 

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Lo\e ^ 


The Sun of Righteousness on me 
Hath lose, with healing in His wings , 
Wither’d my natuie’s strengtn, fiom Thee 
My soul its life and succour brings , 
My help is all laid up above , 

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love^ 
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Contented now upon my thigh 
I halt, till life’s shaft journey end , 

All helplessness, all weakness, I 
On Thee alone for strength depend , 
Nor have I power from Thee'^to move , 
Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love 

Lame as I am, I take the prey, 

Hell, earth, and sm, with ease o’ercome , 
I leap foi joy, pursue my way, 

And as a bounding hait fly home * 
Through all eternity to prove, 

Thy Natiue and Thy Name is Love ^ 

Charles Wesley 1742 


CCCXLVI 

Hark, my soul * iC is the Lord, 

Tis thy Saviour, hear His word 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee , 

Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou Me ^ 

I delivered thee when bound, 

And, when bleeding, heal’d thy wound , 
“ Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turn’d thy darkness into light 

“ Can a womans tender care 
“ Cease towards the child she bare ^ 

Yes, she may forgetful be , 

“Yet will I remembei^hee ’ 

“ Mine IS an unchanging love, 

“ Higher than the heights above, 

“ Deeper than the depths beneath, 

^ Free and faithful, strong as death 
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“ Thou shalt see my glory soon, 

“ When the woA: of grace is done , 

“ Partner of my throne shalt be , 

“ Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou Me 

Lord f It IS my chief complaint, 

That my love is weak and faint , 

Yet I love Thee and adore ’ 

Oh * for grace to love Thee more » 

William Cowper 1779 


CCCXLVII 

And can it be, that I should gam 
An interest in th^Saviour’s blood ^ 
Died He for me, who caus’d His pain. 

For me, who Him to death pursued ^ 
Amazing Love ’ how can it be, 

That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me ^ 

’Tis mystery all ’ Th’ Immortal dies ’ 
Who can explore His strange design ^ 
In vain the first-born seraph tries 
To sound the depths of Love Divine 
’Tis mercy all » Let earth adore * 

Let angel minds enquire no more ’ 

He left his Father’s throne above, 

(So free, so infinite His^ace ,) 

Emptied Himself of all but love, 

And bled for Adam’s helpless race 
’Tis mercy all, immense and free ’ 

For 0 , my God ’ it found out me 
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Long my imprison’d spirit lay, 

Fast bound in sm and nature s night , 

Thine eye diffus’d a quickening ray , 

I woke , the dungeon flam’d with light 
My chains fell off, my heart was free, 

I rose, went forth, and follow’d Thee ’ 

Still the small inward voice I hear, 

That whispers all my sms forgiven , 

Still the atoning Blood is near. 

That quench’d the wrath o/ hostile Heaven , 
I feel the life His wounds impart , 

I feel my Saviour in my heart 

No condemnation now I dread , 

Jesus, and all in Him, is mj^ie ’ 

Alive m Him, my living Head, 

And cloth’d m righteousness Divine, 

Bold I approach th’ Eternal Throne, 

And claim the crown, through Chnst my own 
Charles Wesley 1739 

cccxLvin 

N ow I haV^ found the ground wherein 
Sure my soul’s anchor may remain , 

The wounds of Jesus, for my sin 
Before the world’s foundation slam , 

Whose mercy shall unshaken stay 
When heaven and earth are fled away 

Father, Thine everlasting’ grace 
Our scanty tlpught surpasses far , 

Thy heart still melts with tenderness , 

Thine arms of love still open are, 

Returning sinners to receive, 

That iCercy they may taste and live 
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O Love ’ Thou bottonjjess abyss ’ 

My sins are swallow’d up m thee 
Cover’d is my unrighteousness, 

Nor spot of guilt remains on me 
While Jesus’ Blood, through earth and skies, 
Mercy, free boundless meicy, cries ’ 

With faith I plunge me in this sea , 

Here is my hope, my joy, my rest , 

Hither, when hell assails, I flee, 

I look into my Sfiviour’s breast 
Away, sad doubt, and anxious fear ’ 

Mercy is all that’s written there ’ 

Though waves and storms go o’er my head , 
Though strength, and health, and friends be gone , 
Though joys be wither’d all and dead , 

Though every comfort bS withdrawn , 

On this my steadfast soul relies , 

Father ' Thy mercy never dies 

Fix’d on this ground will I remain, 

Though my heart fail and flesh decay , 

This anchor shall my soul sustain. 

When earth’s foundations melt away 
Mercy’s full power I then shall prove. 

Loved with an everlasting love 

yohn Wesley 1740 
{Fro 7 n John Andrew Roths') 1725 

CCCXLIX 

O Thou, the contrite sinners’ Fnend, 

Who loving, lov’st them to the end, 

On this alone my hopes depend. 

That Thou wilt plead for me ’ 

B B 2 
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When, weary in the Christian race, 

Far off appears my lesting-place, 

And fainting I mistrust Thy grace, 

Then, Saviour, plead for ’ 

When I have en’d and gone astiay 
Afar from Thine and Wisdom’s wa>, 

And see no glimmering guiding ray, 

Still, Saviour, plead for me ’ 

When Satan, by my sins made bold. 

Strives from Thy cross to^loose my hold, 
Then with Thy pitying anns enfold, 

And plead, 0 plead for me ’ 

And when my dying hour draws near. 
Darken’d with anguish, gi#it, and fear. 

Then to my fainting sight appear. 

Pleading m Heaven for me ’ 

When the full light of heavenly day 
Reveals my sins m dread array, 

Say Thou hast wash’d them all away , 

O say. Thou plead’st for me * 

Charlotte Elliott [1835 1 


cccn 

O Holy Saviour, Friend unseen. 

The faint, the weak, on Thee may lean 
Help me, throughout lifete varying scene, 
By faith to cling to Thee f 

Blest with communion so Divine, 

Take what Thou wilt, shall I lepine, 
When, as the branches to the vine, 

My soul may cling to Thee ^ 
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Far from her home, fatigued, opprest, 

Here she has fSund a place of rest, 

An exile still, yet not unblest 
While she can cling to Thee ’ 

Without a murmur I dismiss 
My former dreams of earthly bliss , 

My joy, my recompense be this, 

Each hour to cling to Thee * 

What though the woild deceitful pro\e, 
And earthly friends and joys remove ? 
With patient uncomplaining love 
Still would I cling to Thee * 

Oft when 1 seem to tread alone 

Some barren waste with thorns o’ergrown, 

A voice of love, m*gentlest tone, 

Whispers, Still cling to Me ’ ” 

Though faith and hope awhile be tried, 

I ask not, need not, aught beside 
How safe, how calm, how sa^sfied. 

The souls that cling to Thee ^ 

They fear not life’s rough storms to brave, 
Since Thou art near, and strong to save , 
Nor shudder e’en at death’s dark wave , 
Because Jhey cling to Thee ’ 

Blest is my lot, whate’er befal 
What can disturb me, 'v^o appal, 

While, as my stiength, my rock, m> all, 
Saviour ’ I cling to Thee ^ 

Charlotte EUiott 1834 
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Jesu, my strength, my ^ '>pe, 

On Thee I cast my caA^ 

With humble confidence lo'bk up, 
And know, Thou hear’st my prayer 
Give me on Thee to wait 
Till I can all things do, 

On Thee, Almighty to cieate ’ 
Almighty to renew > 

I want a sober mind,'" 

A self-renouncing will, 

That tramples down and casts behind 
The baits of pleasing ill 
A soul inured to pain, 

To hardship, grief, ana'loss , 

Bold to take up, firm to sustain. 

The consecrated cross 

I want a godly fear, 

A quick-discermng eye. 

That looks to Thee when sin is near, 
And sees the Tempter fly , 

A spirit still prepared. 

And arm’d with jealous care. 

For ever standing on its guard, 

And watching unto prayer 

I want a heart to pray. 

To pray and never cease, ^ 

Never to murmur at Thy stay, 

Or wish py sufferings less , 

This blessing, above all. 

Always to pray, I want, 

Out of the deep on Thee to call, 

And never, nevei faint 
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I want a true regard, 

A single, ^eady aim, 

Unmov’d by threat’nmg or reward, 

To Thee and Thy great Name , 

A J'fealous, just concern 
For Thine immortal piaise , 

A pure desire that all may learn 
And glorify Thy grace 

I rest upon Thy word , 

Thy promise is for me , 

My succour and salvation, Loid, 

Shall surely come from Thee 
But let me still abide, 

Nor from my hope remove. 

Till Th|>u my patient spiiit guide 
Into Thy perfect love * 

Charles Wesley 1 742 


IV 

LOVE 

If ye love Me^ keep My cojmmndmefits''^ 

(John XIV 151 

CCCLTI 

Jesus, my all, to Heaven is gone , 

He that I placed my hopes upon , 

His traqk I see , and I’ll pursue 
The narro’v\j way, tiU Him I \iew 

The way the holy Prtiphets went, 

The road that leads from banishment, 

The King’s high-way of holiness, 
ril go , for all the paths are peace 
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No stranger may proceed therein, 

No lover of the world oand sin , 

No lion, no devouring care, 

No ravenous tiger shall be there 

No nothing may go up thereon 
But travelling souls , and I am one 
Wayfanng men, to Canaan bound, 

Shall only in the way be found 

Nor fools, by cainal men esteem’d, 

Shall eir therein , but they, redeem’d 
In jesu’s blood, shall show then right 
To travel theie, till Heav’n’s in sight 

This is the way I long ha\ efjsought, 

And mourn’d, because I found it not , 

My grief, my burdo^n, long ha\e been 
Because 1 could not cease from sin 

The more I strove against its power, 

I sinn’d and stumbled but the more , 

Till late I heard my Saviour say, 

Come hither, soul ’ for I’m the Way ’ ’ 

Lo ’ glad I come , and Thou, dear Lamb, 
Shalt take me to Thee, as I am 
Nothing but sin I Thee can give , 

Yet help me, and Thy praise I’ll live ’ 

I’ll tell to all poor sinners round 
What a dear ^'a^ lour I have found , 

I’ll point to Thy Redeeming blood 
And say, “ Behold the Way to God ’ ’ 

John Cenmek 1 743 
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CCCLIII 

Go, wolsjjiip at Immanuers feet , 

See, in His face what wonders meet , 
Earth is too narrow to express 
His worth, His glory, or His grace ’ 

The whole cieation can afford 
But some faint shadows of my Lord 
Natuie, to nj^ke His beauties known^ 
Must mingle colours not her own 

Is He compared to Wine or Bread ^ 

Dear Lord, our souls would thus be fed 
That flesh, ^at dying Blood of Thmc, 

Is Bread of Life, is heavenly Wine 

Is He a Tree ^ TheVorld receives 
Salvation from His healing leaves 
That righteous Branch, that fruitful bough 
Is David’s root and offspring too 

Is he a Rose ^ Not Sharon yields 
Such fragrancy m all her fields*, 

Or if the Lily He assume. 

The valleys bless the nch perfume 

Is He a Vine ^ His heavenly root 
Supplies the boughs with life and fruit 
O let a lasting union join 
My sourthe bra»acli to Christ the Vine ’ 

Is He the Head ^ Each niember lives, 
And owns the vital power He gives , 

The Saints below and Saints above 
Joined by His Spirit and His love^ 
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Is He a Fountain ^ Theie I bathe, 

And heal the plague Gf sin and death , 
These ^vatels all my soul renew, 

And cleanse m> spotted garments too 

Is He a Fire ^ He’ll puige my dross , 

But the tiue gold sustains no loss 
Like a Refiner shall He sit, 

And tread the lefuse with His feet 

Is He a Rock ^ How firih He pio\ es ’ 

The Rock of Ages ne\ei mo\cs 

Yet the sweet streams, that fiom Him flow, 

Attend us all the desert thiough 

Is He a Way ^ He leads to God , 

The path is drawai m lines of Blood , 
There would I walk with hope and zeal, 
Till I arrive at Sion’s hill 

Is He a Door ^ I’ll enter in , 

Behold the pastures large and gicen ’ 

A paiadise divinely fair , 

None but the sheep have freedom theic 

Is He design’d a Cornei-stone, 

For men to build their Heaven upon 
I’ll make Him my Foundation too , 

Nor fear the plots of heirbelcw 

Is He a Ternple ^ I adore 

The indwelling majesty and power , 

And still to His Most Holy Place, 
Whene’er I pray, I tarn my face 
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Is He a Star ^ He bieaks the night, 
Piercing the shades with dawning light , 

I know His glories from afar, 

I know the biight, the morning Star » 

Is He a Sun ^ His beams are grace, 

His course is joy and Righteousness 
Nations rejoice, when He appears 
To chase then clouds and dry their tears 

Oh ’ let me climb those higher skies 
Wheie storms and darkness nevei rise ’ 
There He displays His powers abroad. 
And shines and leigns, th’ incarnate God 

Nor earthy nor seas, nor sun, nor stars, 

Nor heaven His full resemblance bears 
His beauties we ca^i nevei trace, 

Till we behold Him face to face 

Isaac Watts 1709 


CCCLIV 

Compared with Christ, in alliieside 
No comeliness I see , 

The one thing needful, dearest Lord, 
Is to be one with Thee 
The sense of Thy expiring Love 
Into my soul convey , 

Thyself bestow for Thee alone 
I absolutely^piay 

Whatever else Thy willtvithholds. 
Here grant me to succeed ’ 

O let Thyself my poition be, 

And I am blest indeed ’ 
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Less than Th> self will not suffice 
My comfort to restc 5 ):c , 

Moie than Thyself I cannot have , 

And Thou canst gue no moic 

Lo\ed of my God, for Him again 
With love intense I bum , 

Chosen of Thee eie time began, 

I choose Thee in letuin ’ 

Whate’er consists not with Thy love, 

O ’ teach me to resign L, 

I’m rich to all th’ intents of bliss, 

If Thou, 0 God, art mine ’ 

Aiigitstuis Montague Toplady 1772 


CCtLV 

Jesu ’ who for my transgression 
Didst the shameful cross endure, 

\nd didst there the blest possession 
Of Thy joys to me insure , 

May my piaise be evei telling 
Of Thyriove, all love excelling > 

Wondrous woes that brought salvation ’ 
Wondrous grace to sinners shown ’ 
Heaven is wrapt in contemplation 
Of His love, whom men disown ’ 

Oh my soul ’ wilt thou disown Him ? 
Wilt not thou, my hea^'t, enthrone Him ^ 

Who but He can bless thy weeping ^ 
Wlio but He can soothe thy grief? 
Only safe beneath His keeping, 

T’xiou in Him hast sure relief 
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To the cross He came to bless thee , 

Let His love, soul, possess thee ’ 

Lord • each thought and inclination, 

All mf heart and will inspire, 

That my soul, Thy new creation, 

Thee may serve with pure desire , 

Daily Thy great love reviewing, 

Daily thus my sms subduing ’ 

A f ihur Tozer Russell 1 85 1 


CCCLVI 

Eternal God, of beings First, 

Of all created good the Spring, 

For Thee I long, for Thee I thirst, 

My Love, my Saviour, and my King ^ 
Thine is a never-failing stoie , 

If God be mine, I ask no more 

The fairest world of light onjiigh 
Reflection makes but faint of Thine , 

The glonous tenants of the sky 

In God’s own beams transported shine 
But, shouldst Thou wrap Thy face in shade, 
Soon all their life and lustre fade 

Thy ?resence,makes celestial day, 

And fills each raptur’d soul with bliss , 
Night would prevail, wA:e God awa>, 

And spirits pine in Paradise » 

In vain would all the angels try 
To fill Thy room, Thy lack supply 



The Book of P false 

And, sure, fiom Heav’n wc turn our e>cs 
In \ain, to seek foi t)liss below , 

The tree of Life can’t i oot nor rise, 

Nor in this blasted region ^row 
The wealth of this poor barien clod 
Can ne’er make up the ant of God 

But, Lord ’ in Thee the thirsty soul 
Will meet with full, with rich supplies * 
Thy smiles will all her feais control. 

Thy beauties feast her rj^vish’d eyes 
To failing flesh and fainting hearts 
Thy favour life and strength impaits ’ 

Stfnoii Bf oijjne 1 720 


CCCiiVlT 

Christ, my hidden Life appear, 

Soul of my inmost soul ’ 

Light of life, the mouincr cheer, 

And make the sinnei wdiole ^ 

Now m Mie Thyself display , 

Surely Thou m all things art , 

I from all things turn away 
To seek Thee in my heart ’ 

Open, Lord, my inward ear, 

And bid my heart rejoic;^ * 

Bid my quiet spiiit hear 
Thy comfortable voice , 

Never in the whirlwind found, 

Or where earthquakes rock the place , 
Still and silent is the sound, 

Th^ whisper of Thy grace < 
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From the world of sin, and noise, 

And hurry, f withdraw , 

For the small and inward Voice 
I wait with humble awe 
Silent 9 m I now and still , 

Dare not in Thy presence move 
To my waiting soul reveal 
The secret of Thy love ’ 

Thou hast undertook for me 
For me to death wast sold , 

Wisdom in a mystery 
Of bleeding love unfold ' 

Teach the lesson of Thy cross , 

Let me die, with Thee to reign ^ 

All thingj let me count but loss, 

So I may Thee regain ’ 

Show me, as my soul can bear, 

The depth of inbred sm , 

All the unbelief declare. 

The pride that lurks within 
Take me, whom Thyself hast bought’ 
Bring into captivity 
Every high aspiring thought. 

That would not stoop to Thee ’ 

Lord, my time is in Thy hand , 

My soul to Thee convert ’ 

Thou can^ make me understand, 
Though I am slow of heart 
Thine, in whom I live and move, 

Thine the work, the po^er is Thine ’ 
Thou ait Wisdom, Power, and Love , 
And all thou art is mine ’ 

Charles Wesley 1742 
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CCCLVWI 

Souice of good, whose power contiols 
Every movement of our souls , 

Wind that quickens where it^blows , 
Comforter of human woes , 

Lamp of God, whose ray serene 
In the darkest night is seen , 

Come, inspire my feeble strain, 

That I may not sing m vain ’ 

God’s own Fingei, skill’d *lo teach 
Tongues of every land and speech , 
Balsam of the wounded soul, 

Binding up, and making whole , 
Flame of pure and holy love , 
Strength of all that live arfd move , 
Come ’ Thy gifts and fire impart , 
Make me love ThLe from the heart ’ 

As the hart, with longing, looks 
For refreshing water-brooks, 

Heated in the burning chace , 

So my soul desiies Thy grace 
So my Ixeavy-laden breast, 

By the cares of life opprest, 

Longs Thy cooling streams to taste 
In this dry and barren waste 

Mighty Spirit ’ by whose aid 
Man a living soul was made , ^ 
Everlasting God * whose fire 
Kindles chaste and puie desiie , 
Grant, in eveiy grief and loss, 

I may calmly bear the cross, 

And surrender all to Thee, 
Comforting and strengthening me 1 
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Let not hell, with frowns or smiles, 

Open force or Running wiles, 

Snap the thread of my brief days , 

But, when gently life decays, 

Take t^ Heaven Thy servant dear, 

Who hath loved and served Thee here , 
There eternal hymns to raise, 

Mighty Spirit ’ to Thy praise * 

Richard Massie 1854 
{From John Frank 1660'' 


CCCLIX 

O Lamp of Life » that on the bloody Cross 
Dost hang, the Beacon of our wandenng race, 
To guide usliomeward to our resting-place, 
And save our best wealth from eternal loss * 

So purge my inward si^t from earthly dross, 
That, fix’d upon Thy Cross, or near or far, 

In all the storms this wear> bark that toss, 
(Whatc’er be lost in that tempestuous war,) 
Thee I retain, m> Compass and my Star » 
That, when amved upon lie wish’d-for strand, 

I pass of death th’ irrevocable bar, 

And at the gate of Heaven tiemblmg stand, 

The everlasting doors may open wide, 

And give Thee to my sight, God glonfied ’ 

Charles Dyson 1816 


CCCLX 

A poor wayfaiing man 01 grief 
Hath often cross’d me on ray way, 
Who sued so humbly for relief, 

That I could never answer, Na^ 
CC 
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I had not power to ask his name, 

Whithei he went, or whence he came. 

Yet there was something in his eye 
That won my lo\e, I knew not why 

Once, when my scanty meal was spread. 

He entered , not a woid he spake , 

Just peiishing for want of bread , 

I gave him all , he bless’d it, brake, 

And ate , but gave me part again 
Mine was an angel’s portion ^hen , 

For, while I fed with eager haste. 

That crust was manna to my taste, 

I spied him, where a fountain burst 
Clear fiom the rock , his stJr^ngth was gone 
The heedless watei mock’d his thirst. 

He heaid it, saw it^hurrying on 
I ran to raise the sufferer up , 

Thrice from the stream he drain’d my cup, 
Dipt, and leturn’d it runmng o’er , 

I drank, and ne\ er thirsted more 

Twas niglft , the floods weie out , it blew 
A winter huincane aloof , 

I heard his voice abroad, and flew 
To bid him welcome to my roof , 

I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my guest, 

Laid him on my own couch to lest , 

Then made the hearth my b^d, and seem’d 
In Eden’s garden while Tdream’d, 

Stnpt, wounded, beaten, nigh to death, 

I found him by the highway-side 
I roused his pulse, brought back his breath, 
Revived his spirit, and supplied 



387 


Hope 

Wine, oil, refieshment , he was healed , 

I had myself a concealed , 

But fiom that hour foigot the smart, 

And peace bound up my broken heart 

In piison I saw him next, condemned 
To meet a traitor’s death at morn 
The tide of lying tongues I stemmed, 

And honoured him midst shame and scorn , 
My friendship’s utmost zeal to tiy, 

He ask’d, if I for him would die ? 

The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill , 

But the free spirit cried, “ I will” 

Then in a moment to my view 
The Strader darted from disguise , 

The tokens in His hands I knew, 

My Saviour stood before mine eyes ’ 

He spake , and my poor name He named , 

“ Of me thou hast not been ashamed , 

These deeds shall thy memoiial be , 
i* ear not , thou didst them unto Me ” 

James Motitgomery 1826 


V* 

HOPE 

^ Set your affecUons on things above j not on things 
on the earth ” — (COL 111 2 ) 

CCCLXT 

I praised*the ^«.rih, in beauty seen 
With garlands gay of various green , 

I praised the sea, whose ample field 
Shone glorious as a silver shield , 

And earth and ocean seem’d to say, 

‘‘ Our beauties are but for a day ” • 

C C 2 



^88 The Bool of Pi at 

I piaised the sun, whose chariot roll’d 
On wheels of amber and of gold , 

I praised the moon, whose softer e>e 
Gleam’d sweetly through the surnmer sky 
And moon and sun in answer said, 

“ Our days of light are numbered ” 

0 God ’ O Good be>ond compaie ’ 

If thus Thy meaner works aie fair, 

If thus Thy bounties gild the span 
Of ruin’d earth and sinful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be, 

Wheie Thy redeem’d shall dw^ell with Thee ’ 
Bishop Reginald Hebei 1827 

c 

CCCLXII 

Our life IS but an idk play, 

And vaiious as the wind , 

We laugh and spoit our hours away, 

Nor think of woes behind 

See the fan cheek of beauty fade, 

Frail glory of an houi , 

And blooming youth, with sickening head, 
Droops like the dying dower, 

Our pleasuies, like the morning sun, 

Diffuse a flattering light , 

But gloomy clouds obscure their noon, 

And soon they sink in Aight 
r 

Wealth, pomp, and honour, we behold 
With an admiring eye , 

Like summer insects, drest in gold, 

Thaf flutter, shine, and die 



One little moment can destroy 
Our vast fabonous schemes , 

And all our heaps of solid joy 
Are sweet deceitful dreams 

Then rise, my soul ’ and soar away 
Above the thoughtless crowd , 

Above the pleasures of the gay, 

And splendours of the proud , 

Up where eternal beauties bloom, 

And pleasures all di\ine , 

Where wealth, that never can consume, 
And endless glories shine f 

Hem y Moore [1806] 


CCCLXIII 

Though, by sorrbw^s o\ ertaken, 
Lord, thy servants seem forsaken, 
Thy Almighty hand, we know, 
Blendeth love with human woe 

Over earth, and over oceaj;!, 
Claiming sinful man’s devotion, 
Round the living and the dead, 
Lord, Thy boundless love is shed 

All to death in this world hasteth , 
Riches vanish, beauty wasteth , 
Yet.witll?n the mouiner’s bieast 
Love IS an iindj mg guest 

Love, unlike all worldly pleasures, 
Wraps m grief its golden treasures. 
And to meek and wounded hearts 
Deep and holy jo> imparts 
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Lo\e, that strength and pardon bi ingest 
Through His cioss, from Whom thou springest’ 
May m us Thy gracious foice 
Heavenward turn our spirits’ course ’ 

Come, and while Salvation’s morning 
On our darken’d soul is daw ning, 

Sin’s deep midnight roll aw a> • 

Pour on us the light of da> ' 

A Jge} non He) be) t L i S3 9 ] 


CcCi xi\ 

We’ve no abiding city hcic 
This may distress the worldling’s mind, 
But should not cost the saint sTtear 
Who hopes a better rest to find 

r 

\Ve’\e no abiding city here 
Sad truth ’ were this to be oui home * 
But let this thought our spirits cheer , 

Wc seek a city vet to come 

We’ve no avoiding city here 
Then let us live as pilgrims do ^ 

Let not the world our rest appear, 

But let us haste from all below 

We’ve no abiding city heie 
We seek a city out of sight , 

Zion Its name, the Lord is th'Sre, - 
It shines with everlasting light ^ 

Zion ' Jehovah is her strength , 

Secure she smiles at all hei foes , 

And wearv travellers at length 
Within her sacred walls repose 
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O • sweet abode of peace and love, 

Where pilgi^ms freed from toil are blest ’ 
Had I the pinions of the dove, 

I’d fly to tnee, and be at rest ’ 

Thomas Kelly 1 806 — 1 836 


CCCLXV 

Psalm CXXXVII 

Far from my hea\enly home, 

Far from my Father’s breast, 

Fainting I cry, Blest Spirit ’ come 
And speed me to my rest 

Upon the willows long 
My harp has silent hung 
How should I sing a cheerful song 
Till Thou inspire m> tongue ^ 

My spirit honieward turns. 

And fain would thither flee , 

My heart, 0 Zion, droops ai'Id yearns, 

When I remcmbei thee 

To thee, to thee I pi ess, 

A daik and toilsome road 
When shall I pass the wilderness 
And rea!«h the saints’ abode ’ 

God of my life, be ngai * 

On Thee my hopes 1 cast 
0 guide me thiough the deseit here, 

And bung me home at last ’ 

Htmy Ffands Lyk 1834 
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CCCLXVI 

0 happy soul, that lives on high. 

While men lie grovelling here ’ 

His hopes are fix’d above the sky, 

And faith forbids his fear 

His conscience knows no secret stings , 
While peace and joy combine 
To foim a life, whose holy spiings 
Are hidden and divine 

He waits m secret on his God, 

His God in secret sees , 

Let earth be all in aims abiead, 

He dwells in heavenly peace 

r 

His pleasures rise from things unseen, 
Beyond this world and time, 

Where neither eyes nor ears have been, 
Nor thoughts of sinners climb 

He wanfs no pomp, nor royal thionc, 
To raise his figure heie , 

Content and pleased to live unknown, 
Till Christ, his Life, appear 

He looks to Heaven’s eternal hill, 

To meet that glorious (fey , ^ 

And patient waits his Saviour’s will, 

To fetch hi^ soul away 


Isaac Watts 1 709 



CCCLXVII 


Fain woidd my thoughts fly up to Thee, 
Thy peace, sweet Loid, to find , 

But when I offer, still the world 
Lays clogs upon my mind 

Sometimes I climb a little way 
And thence look down below , 

How nothing, there, do all things seem, 
That here make such a show ’ 

Then round about I turn my eyes 
To feast my hungry sight , 

I meet wit]^j Heaven in e\ery thing, 

In every thing delight 

I see Thy wisdom rSling all, 

And It with joy admire , 

I see myself among such hopes 
As set my heart on fire 

When I have thus triumph’d awhile, 
And think to build iny nest, 

Some cross conceits come fluttering b>, 
And inteiiupt my rest 

Then to the earth again I fall, 

And from m> low dust cry, 

'Twas not imny wing. Lord, but Thme, 
That I got up so high 

And now, my God, whetliei I rise. 

Or still he down in dust, 

Both I submit to Thy blest will , 

In both, on Thee I trust 
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Guidt Ihou my \va>, who art Thyselt 
My everlasting Ena, 

That eveiy step, oi swift, or slow, 

Still to Thyself ma> tend j 

To Fathei, Son, and Hol> Ghost, 

One consubstantial Thicc, 

All highest piaise, all humblest thanks, 

Now and foi evei be ’ Amen 

John Austin 1668 


CCCLXVITI 

Thcie is a pure and tranquil wa\e, 

That rolls aioiind the tin one of lo\c, 
Whose waters gladden as thev la\e 
The peaceful shoics abo\e 

While sticams wGich on that tide depend, 
Steal fiom those heavenly shores awa>, 
And on this desert woild descend 
O’er weaiy lands to stray , 

The pilgrim faint, and nigh to sink 
Beneath his load of caithly woe, 

Refresh’d beside their \ erdant brink. 
Rejoices in then flow' 

There, O m> soul, do thou rcpaii, 

And hover o’er the hallowed spring, 

To drink the crystal wav 07 and- there 
To lave thy weaned wing ' 

There droop that w ing, when far it flies 
From human caie, and toil, and stnfc, 

And feed by those still streams, that use 
Bcrhcath the Tree of Life ' 
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It may be that the breath of lo\e 
Some leaves on thSr pure tide have driven, 
Which, passing from the shores above, 

Have floated down from Heaven 

So shall thy wounds and woes be healed, 

By the blest virtue that they bring , 

So thy paich’d lips shall be unsealed 
Thy Saviour’s praise to sing ’ 

Wtlham Ball 1825 


CCCLXIX 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
While these hot breezes blow , 

Be like the n^ht-dew’s cooling balm 
Upon earth’s feveied brow ’ 

% 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 

Soft lesting on Thy breast , 

Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm, 
And bid my spirit lest 

Calm me, my God, and keep me^calm, 

Let thine outstretched wing, 

Be like the shade of Elim’s palm 
Beside her desert-spring 

Yes , keep me calm, though loud and rude 
The sounds my ear that greet , 

Calm in the closet’s solitude. 

Calm in the bustling street ; 

n 

Calm m the hour of buoyant health 
Calm in my hour of pain ; 

Calm in my poverty or wealth, 

Calm in my loss or gam , 
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Calm in the sufferance of wrong, 

Like Him who bore my shame , 

Calm hnid the threatening, taunting throng, 
Who hate Thy holy Name , 

Calm when the great woild’s new s with power 
My listening spiiit stir 
Let not the tidings of the hour 
E’ei find too fond an eai 

Calm as the ray of sun oi star 
Which storms assail in vain, 

Moving unruffled thiough eaith s war 
Th’ eternal calm to gam ’ 

Ho 7 atius Bonar 1856 


CCCLXX 

O send me down^a di aught of love, 

Or take me hence to drink above ’ 
Here, Maiah’s water fills my cup , 

But there, all giiefs aie swallow’d up 

Love l\eie is scarce a faint desiie , 

But theie, the spaik’s a flaming fiie ,, 
Joys heie are drops, that passing flee , 
But theie, an overflowang sea 

My faith, that sees so darkly here, 
Will there lesign to vision clear , 

My hope, that’s here a ^^ary<^loan, 
Will to fruition yield the throne 

Heie fetteib hamper fieedom’s wing , 
But there, the captive is a king , 

And grace is like a buried seed 
Buf sinneis there are saints indeed 
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My portion heie s a ciumb at best , 

But there, the Lamb’s eternal feast , 

My praise is now a smother’d fire , 

But then, I’ll sing and nevei tire 

Now dusky shadows cloud my day , 

But then, the shades will flee away , 

My Lord will bieak the dimming glass, 

And show His glory face to face 

My numeious foes now beat me down , 

But then, I’li weai the victor’s ciown , 

Yet all the revenues I’ll bring 
To Zion’s evei lasting King * 

Ralph El si t7ie 1 734 


CCCLXXI 

Fieice passions disc^>mpose the mind, 
As tempests vex the sea , 

But calm content and peace we find 
When, Lord, we turn to Thee 

In vain by reason and by rule 
We try to bend the will , 

For none but in the Saviour’s school 
Can learn the heavenly skill 

Since at His feet my soul has sat 
His gracious words to hear, 

Contented wjjh my present state, 

I cast on Him my care 

‘‘Art thou a sinner, Soul^” He said , 

“ Then how canst thou complain ^ 

“ How light thy troubles here, if weigh’d 
With everlasting pain ’ 
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If thou of inui muring wouldst be cured, 

“ Compare thy grie^^s with Mine , 

Think what My love for thee cnduied, 

“ And thou wilt not repine 

Tis I appoint thy daily lot, 

‘‘ And I do all things well 
^^Thou soon shalt leave this wretched spot, 
And rise with Me to dwell 

In life My grace shall strength supply, 

“ Proportion’d to thy , 

“ At death thou still shalt find Me nigh, 

‘ To wipe thy tears away ” 

Thus I, who once my \i?retched days 
In vain repinings spent,'" 

Taught in my Savioui’s school of giace, 
Have learnt to ^De content 

W%lhmi Cowper 1779 

CCCLXXII 

Let me be with Thee wheie Thou ait, 

My SI,viour, my eternal Rest ’ 

Then only will this longing heart 
Be fully and for ever blest * 

Let me be with Thee where Thou ait, 

Thy unveil’d glory to behold , 

Then only will this wandering Jieart 
Cease to be treacheious, faithless, cold ’ 

Let me be with Thee where Thou art, 
Where spotless saints Thy Name adore , 
Then only will this sinful heart 
Bopevil and defiled no more I 



Let me be with Thee where Thou ait, 
Where none can die, where none remove , 
There neither death nor life will part 
Me from Thy Presence and Thy love ^ 

Charlotte Elhott 1836 


CCCLXXIII, 

0 Lord, 119^^ little do we know, 

How little of Thy Presence feel, 

While we continue here below, 

And m these earthly houses dwell ^ 

When willlhese veils of flesh remove, 

And not eclipse our sight of God ^ 

When wilt Thou tal^ us up above, 

To see Thy face without a cloud ^ 

Show Thy omnipotence to save ^ 

The characters of sm efface * 

Thine image on our hearts engrave, 

And let us feel Thy sweet embrace ’ 

Dait in our hearts a heavenly ray, 

A lay which still may shine more bright, 
Increasing to the perfect day, 

Till we awake in endless light * 

Then shall each Star become a Sun, 

Fill’d with a lustre all 4 )i\ine , 

Each shall possess a radiant crown, 

And to eternal ages shine 

Wtlha 7 n Hanu^ond 1745 
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CCCLXXIV 

Go up, go up, my heart, 

Dwell with thy God abcfvc , 

For here thou canst not rest, 

Noi here give out thy lo\ e 

Go up, go up, my heart, 

Be not a trifier here , 

Ascend above these clouds. 

Dwell in a higher sphere 

Let not thy love flow out 
To things so soiled and dim , 

Go up to Heaven and G(^, 

Take up thy love to Him 

Waste not thy precious stoies 
On creature-love below , 

To God that wealth belongs, 

On Him that wealth bestow 

Go up9 reluctant heart, 

Take up thy rest above , 

Arise, earth-clmging thoughts , 

Ascend, my lingering love > 

Hoiahns Bonar 1856 


CCCLXXV 

My soul, aiftid this stormy world, 

Is like some flutter’d dove, 

And fain would be as swift of wing 
Xp flee to Him I love 



The cords that bound my heart to earth 
Are broken Ti^ His hand , 

Before His cross I found m>self 
A stranger in the land 

That visage mair’d, those sorrows deep, 
The vinegai and gall, 

These were His golden chains of love 
His captn e to enthral 

My heart is with Him on His throne^ 
And ill can bi ook delay, 

Each moment listening foi the voicc^ 

“ Rise up, and come aw'a> 

With hope defeir’d oft sick and faint, 

“ Why tames H§ ^ ” I cry , 

Let not the Saviour chide my haste, 

For then would I reply 

‘‘May not an exile, Loid, desne 
“ His own sw^eet land to see^^ 

“ May not a captive seek release, 

“ A prisoner, to be free ? 

‘‘A child, when far aw^a>, may long 
“ For home and kindied dear. 

And she, that waits hei absent lord, 

“ May sigli till he appear 

‘ 1 would, my Lord and^aMOui, know- 
“ That which no measure know s » 

“ Would seaich the mystery of Thy lo\e, 
“ The depths of all Thy woes ^ 

D D 
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I fain would strike my harp divine, 

“ Before the Father’s throne, 

There cast my ciown of Righteousness, 
“ And sing what grace has done ’ 


« Ah ’ leave me not in this base world, 

“ A stranger still to roam , 

•« Come, Lord, and take me to Thyself, 

■“ Come, Jesus, quickly come 

RobeftC Chapman 1837— 


CCCLXXVI 

Jesus, 1 my cross have tak^, 

All to leave, and follow Tpiee , 
Destitute, despised, forsaken, 

Thou, fiom henee, my all shalt be 
Perish eveiy fond ambitic^n. 

All I’ve sought, or hoped, 01 known , 
Yet how rich is my condition ’ 

God and Hea\en are still my own I 


Let the world despise and leave me, 

They have left my Savioui too , 

Human heaits and looks deceive me , 

Thou art not, like them, untrue 
And, while Thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, lo\ e, and might, 

Foes may hate, and friei^s inay shun me , 

f rtll ie V\riornti 


Go, then, earthly fame and treasure 
Come, disaster, scorn, and pain 
II^lhy service, pain is pleasure, 
^^th Thy favour, loss is gam 
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I have call’d Thee, Abba, Father ’ 

I have stay’d»my heart on Thee ’ 

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather, 

All must work for good to me 

Man may trouble and distress me, 

Twill but drive me to Thy breast , 

Life with trials haid may pi ess me. 

Heaven will bung me sweeter rest ♦ 

0 ’ ’tis not in grief to harm me, 

While Thy love is left to me ’ 

O ’ ’twere nbt in joy to charm me, 

Were that joy unmix’d with Thee ’ 

Take, my soul, thy full salvation , 

Rise o’qj sin, and fear, and care , 

Joy to find, in every station. 

Something still to do or bear 
Think what Spirit (Jwells within thee ' 

What a Father’s smile is thine ' 

What a Saviour died to win thee ’ 

Child of Heaven, shouldst tliou repine ^ 

Haste then on fiom grace to glory, 

Arm’d by faith, and wung’d by prayer , 
Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee, 

God’s own hand shall guide thee there ’ 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 

Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days , 

Hope ^oon < 5 hange to glad fruition, 

Faith to sight, and prayer to piaise ’ 

Htmy ^rancts Lyte. [1825 ] 


t> D 2 
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VI 


« In whom, though now ye see Him not, yet believing,^ 
ye rejoice with joy unspeakable, and full of gloiy 
— (i Pet 1 8) 


My God, the Spring of all m> joys, 
The Life of my delights, 

The Glory of my brightest days. 
And Comfoit of mj nights 


In darkest shades if He appear, 

My dawning is b^egun , 

He IS my soul’s sweet Morning-star, 

And He my using Sun 

The opening hea\ ens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 

While Jesus shows, His heart is mine, 

And whispers, I am His 

My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word, 

Run up with joy the shining way 
T embrace my dearestJLord^ 

Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 

I’d break through every foe 
The wings of love and arms of faith 
Should bear me conqueror through 

Isaac Watts 1709 



c^CLxxviir 

Fai from the world, O Lord, I flee, 

From stnfe and tumult far , 

From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, 

With prayer and praise agiee, 

And seem by Thy sweet bount> made 
For those who follow^ Thee 

There, if 'fhy Spirit touch the soul. 

And giace her mean abode, 

Oh with what peace, and joy, and love. 

She communes wuth her God * 

There, likt the nightingale, she pours 
Her solitary lays, 

Nor asks a witness of hei song, 

Noi thirsts for human piaise 

Author and Guardian of my life , 

Sw^eet Source of light Di\ me , 

And, all harmonious names in one 
My Saviour * Thou ait mii?e ’ 

What thanks I owe Thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless store. 

Shall echo thiough the realms above 
When time shall be no more ’ 

Wtlham Cowper 1779 

CCCLXXIX 

There s not a bird, with ?onely nest 
In pathless wood or mountain crest, 

Nor meaner thing, which does not share* 

0 God ’ in Thy paternal care ’ 
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There’s not a being now accuist, 

Who did not taste Th> goodness fii st , 

And c\ciy joy the wicked see 
Received its oiigin fiom Thee, 

Each baiicn ciag, each deseit lude, 

Holds Thee within its solitude , 

And Thou dost bless the wanderei theie, 
Who makes his solitai} piayei 

In busy mart and crowded stieet, 

No less than m the still retieat, 

Thou, Loid, ait neai, oui souls to bless 
With all a paieiit’s tenderness ’ 

And eieiy moment still do% bring 
Thy blessings on its loaded wung , 

Widely they spiead thiough eaith and sky, 
And last to all eternity ^ 

Thiough all ci cation let Thy Name 
Be echoed with a glad acclaim ’ 

That let the grateful Churches sing j 
With that let hea\en foi evei nng ’ 

And we, where’er oui lot is cast, 

While life and thought and feeling last, 
Through all our years, m every place, 

Will bless Thee foi Thy boundless grace ’ 

Baptist Wi lothesley Noel [1841,] 


tccLxxx 

The child leans on its paient’s bieast, 
Leaves theie its cares, and is at rest , 
The iSid sits singing by his nest, 
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And tells aloud 
His trust m G( 3 d, and so is blest 

’Neath every cloud 

He has lio stoie, he sows no seed , 

Yet sings aloud, and doth not heed ; 

By flowing stream or grassy mead 

He sings to shame 
Men, who forget, in fear of need, 

A Fathei’s Name 

The heart ^hat trusts for evei sings. 

And feels as light as it had wings , 

A well of peace within it springs 
Come good or ill, 
Whate’erjo-day, to-morrow bnngs, 

It is His will ’ 
haac Wtlhams 


CCCLXXXI 

Why comes this fragrance on the summer breeze, 
The blended tribute of ten thousand floweis, 

To me, a fiequent wanderer ’mid the trees 
That foim these gay, thougli solitaiy bowers^ 
One answer is around, beneath, above , 

The echo of the voice, that God is Love ^ 

Why buists such melody from tree and bush. 

The overflowing of each songster’s heart, 

So filling mine, that it can scarcely hush 
Awhile to listen, but v ould take its pait ’ 

’Tis but one song I hear where’er I rove, 

Though countless be the notes, that &od is Lovet 
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Wh) leaps the sti camlet do^\n the mountain’s side. 
Hastening so swiftly to ther\ ale beneath, 

To cheer the shepheid’s thusty flock, oi glide 
Wheie the hot sun has left a faded wieath, 

Or, iipplmg, aid the music of the gi<jvc ^ 

Its own glad voice icplies, that God is Lo\e * 

In starry heavens, at the midnight houi, 

In e\er-vaiying hues at morning’s dawn, 

In the fair bow athwart the falling shovei, 

In forest, river, lake, rock, hill, and lawn, 

One truth is written all conspiic to prove. 

What giace of old re\eard, that God is Love ’ 

Noi less this pulse of health, fargj^ncing eye, 

And heart so moved with beauty, perfume, song, 
This spirit, soaring through a gorgeous sky. 

Or diving ocean’s coiarcaves among, 

Fleeter than darting fish or staitled dove , 

All, all declaie the same, that God is Love ’ 

Is it a fallen world on which I gaze ^ 

Am I as deeply fallen as the rest, 

Yet joys partaking, past my utmost praise, 

Instead of wandering forlorn, iinblest ^ 

It IS as if an unseen spirit strove 
To grave upon my heart, that God is Love ^ 

Yet wouldst thou see, my soul, this truth display’d 
In characters which wondering angels read, 

And read, adoring , g'o, imploring aid 
To gaze with faith, behold the Saviour bleed ’ 
Thy God, m human foim * 0, what can piove, 

If this suffice thee not, that God is Love ? 
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Cling to His Cl OSS , and let thy ceaseless prayer 
Be, that thy grasp may fail not ' and, ere long, 
Thou shalt ascend to that fair Temple, wheie 
In strains ecstatic an innumerous throng 
Of saints and s%raphs, lound the Throne above, 
Pioclaim for evenpore, that God is Love ’ 

Thomas Davis 1859 

CCCLXXXII 

Shall I fear, O Earth, thy bosom ^ 

Shrink aftd faint to lay me theie, 

Whence the fragrant lovely blossom 
Springs to gladden earth and air ^ 

Whence the tree, the brook, the nver, 

Soft cldlds floating m the sky, 

All fair things come, whispering e\er 
Of the love Divifie on high ^ 

Yea, whence One arose Victoiious 
O’er the darkness of the grave, 

His strong arm revealing, glorious 
In Its might Dnane to save ^ 

No, fail Eaith ’ a tender mother 
Thou hast been, and yet canst be 
And thiough Him, my Lord and Brother, 
Sweet shall be my rest in thee ^ 

Thomas Davis i860 

CCCLXXXTIl 

How vast the treasure vfc possess, 

How iich Thy bounty, King of grace ? 

This woild IS ours, and worlds to come , 
Earth IS oui lodge, and Heaven ^ui home 
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The JRool of P) a? ^e 

All tinners aie ouis, the gifts of God, 

Ihc pui chase of a b ukSIu'^s Blood , 

While the good Spuit shews us how 
To use and to improve them too 

If peace and plent> cro^\n my da>s, 

They help me, Loid, to speak Thy praise , 

If bread of soiio\\s be my food, 

Those sonows woik my lasting good 

I would not change my blest estate 
Foi all the woild calls good br great , 

And, while my faith can keep hci hold, 

I en\} not the smnei’s gold 

Father , I wait Thy daily will , 

Thou shalt di\ ide my portion^till , 

Giant me on eaith what seems Thee best, 
Till death and Hea\^n reveal the icst 

Taac IVafts 1709 

CCCLXXXIV 

By faith in Christ I w^alk with God, 

With Heaven, my journey’s end in \icw^, 
Supported by His staff and lod, 

My load is safe, and pleasant too 

I travel thiough a deseit wide 
Wheie many lound me blindly stiay , 

But He vouchsafes to be mji Guid.e, 

And will not let me miss my way 

Though snares and dangeis throng my path, 
And earth and hell my coiuse wnthstand, 

I tnumph over all by faith, 

Guaifled by His Almighty hand. 



The wilderness affoids no food , 

But God for my stipport prepaies, 

Provides me every needful good, 

And frees my soul from wants and cares 

With him sweet converse I maintain , 

Great as He is, I dare be free , 

I tell Him all my giief and pain , 

And He reveals His love to me 

Some coidial from His Woid He bungs, 
Whene’ei my*feeble spirit faints , 

At once my soul revives and sings, 

And yields no more to sad complaints 

I pity all that worldlings talk 
Of pleasure^ that will quickly end , 

Be this my choice, O Loid, to walk 
With Thee, my Guides my Guard, my Friend 
John Newton 1 779 


CCCLXXXV 

Sometimes a light sui prises 
The Christian while he sings , 
It is the Lord, who uses 
With healing m His wings 
When comforts are declining. 
He grants the soul again 
A season clear shining 
To cheer it after ram, 

In holy contemplation 
We sweetly then pursue 
The theme of God’s salvation, 
And find it ever new 
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Set free fiom piesent sorrow, 

We cheei fully cafi say, 

E’en let the unknown to-morrow 
Bring with it what it may 

r 

It can bring with it nothing, 

But He will bear us through , 

Who gives the lilies clothing 
Will clothe His people too , 

Beneath the spi ending heavens 
No cieatuie but is fed , 

And He, who feeds the ravens, 

Will give His children bread 

Though vine noi fig-tree neither 
Their wonted fruit shall bear , 

Though all the field shoifTd wither, 

Nor flocks nor herds be there , 

Yet, God the saSne abiding, 

His praise shall tune my voice , 

For, while in Him confiding, 

I cannot but lejoice 

Wtihavi Cowf>e 7 1779 

CCCLXXXVI 

Long did I toil, and knew no earthly rest , 

Far did I rove, and found no ceitain home, 

At last I sought them m His sheltering breast, 

Who opes His arms, and bids the weary come 
With Him I found a home, a r^ Dmne , 
tod I since then am His, and He is mine 

Yes ^ He is mine ’ and nought of earthly things, 
Not all the charms of pleasure, wealth, or power^ 
The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings, 

Could teiflpt me to forego His love an hour 



Go, worthless world, I cry, with all that’s thine ’ 
Go ’ I my Saviour s am, and He is mine 

The good I ha\ e is from His stores supplied , 

The ill IS onl^ what He deems the best , 

He for my Fiiend, I’m rich with nought beside , 
And poor without Him, though of all possest 
Changes may come , I take, or I resign , 

Content, while I am His, while He is mine 

Whate’er may change, in Him no change is seen , 
A glorious Sun,*that wanes not nor declines , 
Above the clouds and storms He walks serene, 
And sweetly on his people’s darkness shines 
All may depart , I fret not, nor lepine, 

While I my Saviour’s am, while He is mine 

He stays me falling, lifts me up when down, 
Reclaims me wandering? guaids from every foe , 
Plants on my worthless brow the victor’s crown , 
Which, in return, before His feet I throw, 
Giieved that I cannot better grace His shrine, 
Who deigns to own me His, as He is mine 

• 

W*hile here, alas * I know but half His love, 

But half discern Him, and but half adore , 

But when I meet Him in the realms above, 

I hope to love Him better, praise Him more, 
And feel, and tell, amid the choir Divine, 

How fully I am Hi^ and He is mine 

Henry Ft anas Lyte 1833 
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DISCIPLINE 

^Whom the Lord love th^ He xii 6) 

CCCLXXXVII 

Wlien Chi'ist, with all His^graces ciown’dj 
Sheds His kind beams abroad, 

Tis a young Heaven on earthly ground^ 

And glory in the bud 

A blooming paiadise of joy 
In this wild desert springs, 

And every sense f straight employ 
On sweet celestial things 

But ah ’ how soon my joys decay ’ 

How soon my sms aiise 
And snatch the heavenly scene away 
From these lamenting e>es ’ 

When shall the time, dear Jesus, when 
The shining day appear, 

That I shall leave those clouds of sm 
And guilt and darkn(^s here ^ 

Up to the fields above the skies 
My hastyTeet would go , 

There everlasting flowers arise, 

And joys unwithenng grow » 

Isaac Watts 1709* 
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CCCLXXXVIII 

0 for a closer vftilk with God, 

A calm and heavenly frame ’ 

A light to shine upon the road 
That Itads me to the Lamb • 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord ^ 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and His word ^ 

What peaceful hours I once enjo>ed ' 

How sweet their memory still ' 

But they ha\e left an aching void 
The world can nevei fill 

Retuin, C^holy Dove ’ return, 

Sweet messenger of rest ^ 

1 hate the sms thatsmade Thee mourn, 

And dro\e Thee from m> breast 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whatever that idol be, 

Help me to tear it from Thy throne, 

And worship onl> Thee ’ 

So shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ’ 

William Cowper 1779 

CCCLXXXI^ 

The spring-tide houi 
Brings leaf and flower 
With songs of life and lov^. 
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And many a lay 
Wtais out the cfe.} 

In many a leafy gro\ e 
Bird, flowei, and tree 
Seem to agice 

Their choicest gifts to biing^ 

But this pool heait 
Bears not its pait, 

In it thcic IS no spring 

Dews fall apace, 

The dews of grace, 

Upon this soul of sin 
And lo\ e Di\ me 
Delights to shine 
Upon the waste within 
Yet, y ear by y ear, 

Fruits, flowgis, appear, 

And buds their praises sing , 

But this pool heait 
Bears not its part, 

Its winter has no spiing 

L©id, let Thy lo\e, 

Fresh fiom abo\c, 

Soft as the south wind blow 
Call forth its bloom, 

Wake its perfume, 

And bid its spices flow ’ 

And when Thy \ oice 
Makes eaith rejoice, 

And the hills laugh and sing, 

Loid J ^nake this heart 
To bear its pait, 

And join the piaise of spring ^ 

John S B Monsell 1850 
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tccxc 

Psalm LXIII 

Early, my God, without delay, 

I haste to seek Thy face , 

My thirsty spirit faints away 
Without Thy cheering grace 

So pilgrims on the scotching sand 
Beneath a burning sky 
Long for a cooling stream at hand, 

And they must drink, 01 die 

I’ve seen Thy glory and Thy power 
ThrougJj all Thy temple shine , 

My God ’ repeat that heavenly hour 
That vision so divine ’ 

Not life itself, with all her jo) s, 

Can my best passions move, 

Or raise so high my cheerful voice, 

As Thy forgiving love 

Thus till my last expiring day 
ril bless my God and King , 

Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 

And tune my lips to sing 

Isaac Watts 1719 


cccxci 

God moves in a mysterious way 
His wondeis to perform , 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And iides upon the storm 
EE 



The Book oj Praise 

Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up His blight designs, 

And woiks His sovereign wiU 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take , 

The clouds ye so much diead 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Him foi His giahe , 

Behind a fi owning Providence 
He hides a smiling fare 

His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding e\ery hour , 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be-^he flower 

Blind unbelief is sure to eir, 

And scan His woik in vain , 

God is His own intei*pieter, 

And He will make it plain 

Wtlhavi Cowper 1779 


CCCXCIT 

The w^orld can neither give noi take, 

Nor can they comprehend 
The peace of God, which ^hrist,has bought, 
The peace which knows no end 

The burning b*^sh was not consumed 
Whilst God remained there , 

The Three, when Jesus made the Fouith, 
Fou'^d fire as soft as air 
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God’s furnace doth in Zion stand ; 

But Zion’s Gk>d sits by, 

As the refiner views his gold 
With an observant eye 

His thoughts are high, His love is wise, 

His wounds a cure intend , 

And, though He does not always smile. 

He loves unto the end 

ento by Selina^ Countess of Huntingdon 1780 
From John Mason 1683 

CCCXCIIT 

Let Jacob to his Maker sing. 

And praise his great Redeeming King 
Call’d bv a new, a gracious Name, 

Let Isra 3 loud his God proclaim 

He knows our sou]^ 111 all their fears. 

And gently wipes our falling tears , 

Forms trembling voices to a song, 

And bids the feeble heart be strong 

Then let the rivers swell around. 

And rising floods o’erflow th^ ground , 

Rivers and floods and seas divide. 

And homage pay to Israel’s Guide 

Then let the fires their rage display, 

And flaming terrors bar the way 
Unburnt, unsmged, He leads them through, 
And snakesnhe flames refreshing too 

The fires but on their bonds shall prey 
The floods but wash th^ir stains away , 

And Grace Divine new trophies raise 
Amidst the deluge and the blaze 

Phthp Doddridge 1755. 
E E 2 
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CCCXCIV 

To Thee, my God, whose Presence fills 
The earth, and seas, and skie^, 

To Thee, whose Name, whose heart is Lovej 
With all my powers I rise 

Troubles m long succession roll , 

Wave rushes upon wave , 

Pity, O pity my distress ’ 

Thy child, Thy suppliant, save ^ 

O bid the roanng tempest cease , 

Or give me strength to bear 
Whate’er Thy holy will appoints. 

And save me from despair 

To Thee, my God, ajpne I look. 

On Thee alone confide , 

Thou never hast deceived the soul 
That on Thy grace relied 

Though oft Thy ways are wrapt m clouds 
Mystencfus and unknown. 

Truth, Righteousness, and Mercy stand 
The pillars of Thy throne 

Thomas Gibbons j 784 


cccxcv 

The billows sw^l, the winds are high, 
Qouds overcast my wintry sky , 

Out of the depths to Thee I call, 

My fears are great, my strength is small 
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O Lord, the pilot’s part perform, 

And guide andp guard me through the storm , 
Defend me from each threatening ill, 

Control the waves, say, “ Peace, be still * ” 

Amidst the roaring of the sea 
My soul still hangs her hopes on Thee , 

Thy constant love, Thy faithful care 
Is all that saves me from despair 

Dangers of every shape and name 
Attend tht followers of the Lamb, 

Who leave the world’s deceitful shore, 

And leave it to return no more 

Though tempest-toss’d, and half a wrecks 
My Savi#ur through the floods I seek 
Let neither winds nor stormy mam 
Force back my shatter’d bark again ’ 

William Cowper 1779 


CCCXCVI 

Why should I, in vain repining. 

Mourn the clouds that cr 5 ss my way , 
Since my Savioui^s Presence shining 
Turns my darkness into day ^ 

Earthly honour, earthly treasure, 

All the warmest passions win, 

And fhe silfcen wings of pleasure 
Only waft us on to sin 

But, within the vale oftsorrow. 

All with tempests overblown. 

Purer light and joy we borrow 
From the face of God alon^ 
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Welcome, then, each darker token ! 

Mercy sent it from alSove ^ 

So the heart, subdued, not broken, 

Bends in fear, and melts with love 

James Edtneston 1820 


CCCXCVII 

Wh> should I fear the dark^t hour, 

Or tremble at the Tempter’s power ^ 

Jesus vouchsafes to be my Tower 

Though hot the fight, why quit the field 
Why must I either fly or yiel^, 

Since Jesus is my mighty Shield ^ 

When creature-comforts fade and die, 
Worldlings may weep, but why should I ^ 
Jesus still lives, and still is nigh 

Though all the flocks and herds were dead, 
My soul a^famine need not dread, 

For Jesus is my living Bread 

I know not what may soon betide. 

Or how my wants shall be supplied , 

But Jesus knows, and will provide 

Though Sin would fill me with distress, 

The thione of Grace I dare address, 

For Jesus is m^ Righteousness 

Though faint my prayers, and cold my love, 
My stedfast hope shall not remove 
While Jeesus intei cedes above 
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Against me eaith and hell combine , 

But on mv SK^e is Powei divine , 

Jesus IS all, and He is mine ’ 

John Newton 1779 


CCCXCVIII 

When gathering clouds around I \ lew, 
And days are dark and fi lends aie few, 
On Him*! lean, who not in \ain 
Experienced eveiy human pain , 

He sees my wants, allays my fears, 

And counts and treasures up m> tears 

If auglll should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom’s narrow way , 
To fly the good I*would puisue. 

Or do the sin I would not do , 

Still He, who felt temptation’s power, 
Shall guard me in that dangeious hour 

If wounded love my bosom swell, 
Deceived by those I pnzecf too well , 
He shall His pitying aid bestow, 

Who felt on eaith severer woe , 

At once betrayed, denied, or fled, 

By those who shaied His daily biead 

If vexmg^houghts wuthin me rise, 

And, sore dismayed, my spirit dies , 
Still He, who once vouchsafed to bear 
The sickening anguish of despair, 

Shall sweetly soothe, shall gently dry, 
The throbbing heart, the streaming eye 
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When sorrowing o’ei some stone I bend, 
Which covers what wa<8 once a friend, 

And from his voice, his hand, his smile, 
Divides me for a little while , 

Thou, Saviour, mark’st the tes^'rs I shed, 
For Thou didst weep o’er Lazarus dead ’ 

And O ' when I have safely past 
Through ever> conflict but the last , 

Still, still unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed, for Thou hast died * 

Then point to lealms of cloudless day. 

And wipe the latest tear away » 

Sir Robert Grant 1 806 — 1812 

n 
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r 

Whatever my God ordains is right ^ 
His will IS ever just , 

Howe’er He orders now my cause, 

I will be still and trust 
H^ is my God , 

Though dark my road, 

He holds me that I shall not fall , 
Wherefore to Him I leave it all 

Whate’er my God ordains is nght , 
He never will deceive , 

He leads me by the propeF path; 
And so to Him I cleave. 

And take content 
What He hath sent , 

His hand can turn my griefs away, 
And psytiently I wait His day 
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Whate’er my God 01 dams is right , 

He taketh thought for me , 

The cup that my Physician gives 
No poisoned draught can be, 

But medicine due , 

For God IS true , 

And on that changeless truth I build, 

And all my heait with hope is fill’d 

Whate’er my God ordains is right , 

Though I the cup must drink 
That bittei^seems to my faint heart, 

I will not fear nor shrink , 

Tears pass away 
With dawn of day , 

Sweet comfort yet shall fill my heart, 

And pain^nd sorrow all depart 

Whate’er my God qjdains is right , 

My Light, my Life is He, 

Who cannot will me aught but good , 

I trust Him utterly , 

For well I know, 

In joy or woe, 

We soon shall see as sunlighf clear. 

How faithful was our Guardian here 

Whate’er my God ordains is nght , 

Here will I take my stand, 

Though sorrow, need, or death make earth 
For me a desert land 
My Father^s care 
Is round me theie , 

He holds me that I shall^iot fall. 

And so to Him I leave it all 

Catherine Wtnkwarih 1858 
{Fro?n Samuel Roek^gast ) 1675 
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PAIILNCE 

patient^ therefo7C^ hethiLti^ uf.^o the coming of 
the Lord"' — (James v 7 ) 

^ cccc 

When languor and disease invade 
This trembling house of clay, 

’Tis sweet to look beyona the cage, 

And long to fly away 

Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The whispers of His love , 

Sweet to look upward to the place 
Where Jesus pleads above'^ 

Sweet to look backr and see my Name 
In Life’s fair book set down , 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own 

Sweet to reflect, how Grace Divine 
My sms on Jesus laid , 

Sweet to remember, that His Blood 
My debt of sufferings paid 

Sweet on His Righteousness to stand 
Which saves from second death , 

Sweet to experience, day ^ly day^ 

His Spirit’s quickening breath 

Sweet on His faithfulness to rest. 

Whose love can never end , 

Sweet on His covenant of grace 
For(*aH things to depend 



Patience 


Sweet m the confidence of faith 
To trust His firfh decrees , 

Sweet to he passive in His hand, 

And know no will but His 

Sweet to rejoice in lively hope, 

That, when my change shall come, 
Angels will hover round my bed. 

And waft my spirit home 

There shall nfy disimprison’d soul 
Behold Him, and adore , 

Be with His Likeness satisfied, 

And grieve and sin no more , 

Shall see Him weai that very Flesh 
On which my guilt was lain , 

His Love intense, His\lerit fiesh, 

As though but newly slain ’ 

Soon, too, my slumbering dust shall hear 
The Trumpet’s quickening sound , 
And, by my Saviour^s Power rebuilt, 

At His right hand be found 

These eyes shall see Him in that day, 
The God that died for me ’ 

And all my nsmg bones shall say, 

Loid, A^ho IS Tike to Thee ^ 

If such the views which gilce unfolds, 
Weak as it is below, 

What raptures must the Church above 
In Jesus’ Presence know * 
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If such the sweetness of the stream, 

What must the F<Jantam be, 

Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately fiom Thee ’ 

O ’ may the unction of these truths 
For ever with me stay, 

Till, from her sinful cage dismiss’d. 

My spirit flies away ’ 

Augustus Montague Toplady 1777 

r 

CCCCI 

We’re bound for yonder land 
Where Jesus reigns supreme , 

We leave the shore at Hi^command, 
Forsaking all for Him 

The perils of the sea, 

The rocks, the waves, the wind, 

Are small, whatever they may be, 

To those we leave behind 

Noi have we cause to fear , 

The "God, who rules the sea, 

In every dangei will be near, 

And our protector be 

The Lord Himself will keep 
His people safe from harm, 

Wdl hold the helm, and guide the ship. 
With His Almighty arm 

Then let the tempests roar, 

The billows heave and swell , 

We trust to reach the peaceful shore 
Where all the ransom’d dwell 



Patience 


429 


And, when we gam the land, 

How happy shftll we be ’ 

How shall we bless the mighty Hand 
That led us through the sea f 

Thomas Kelly 1809, 


CCCCII 

Rejoice, though storms assail thee , 
Rejoice, when skies are blight , 
Rejoice, though round thy pathway 
Is spread the gloom of night 
If the good hope be in thee 
That all at last is well, 

Then let thy happy spirit 
With joyful feelings swell ^ 

Look back on early childhood, 

And let thy soul rejoice ’ 

Who then upheld thy goings. 

And tuned thy feeble voice ? 
Look back on youth’s gay visions 
When life one glory seem’d 
Who pour’d those rays of gladness 
Which on thy prospect beam’d ? 

Recall the hours of anguish, 

And let thy soul rejoice, 

Though Vave on wave of sorrow 
Rush on with fearful noise 
Was not the Bow of PronMse 
Still seen amidst the gloom, 
Shedding its hallow’d lustre 
E’en round the silent tomb ^ 
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Rejoice, rejoice for ever, 

Though earthly friends be gone ^ 

For silently and swiftly 
The wheels of time roll on , 

And still they bear thee-f^orward 
Nearer that happy shore, 

While the triumphant song is, 

Rejoice for evermore ’ 

Henry Fletcher [1825 ] 


CCCCIII 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee ' 

E’en though it be a crpss 
That raiseth me , 

Still all my song would be, 
Nearer, my ( 3 od, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee ’ 

Though like the wanderei , 
The sun gone down, 
DaSrkness be over me, 

My rest a stone , 

Yet m my dreams Pd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee ’ 

There let the way appear ^ 
Steps unto Heaven , 

All that Thou send’st to me 
In mercy given , 

Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

^ Nearer to Thee ^ 
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Then with my waking thoughts 
Bright with Thy praise. 

Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel I’ll raise , 

So b>>my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Neaier to Thee ’ 

Or if on joyful wing 
Cleaving the sky. 

Sun, mc^n, and stars forgot. 

Upwards I fly. 

Still all my song shall be, 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee * 

Sarah Flower Adams 1840 


CCCCIV 

Lead, kindly Light, amid th’ encirclmg gloom, 
Lead Thou me on , 

The night is dark, and I am far from home , 
Lead Thou me on , 

Keep Thou my feet , I do not ask to see 
The distant scene , one step enough for me 

I was not ever thus, nor pray’d, that Thou 
ShoulUst lead me on , 

I loved to choose and see my path , but now 
Lead Thou me on ’ 

I loved the gansh day, and, spite of fears, 

Piide ruled my will Remember not p^t years ’ 
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So long Thy Power has blest me, sure it still 
Will lead me on ^ 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone. 

And with the morn those angel fac^ smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile ^ 

John Henry Newman 1833 


CCCCV 

Abide with mt ' fast falls the even-tide , 

The darkness deepens , Lord, with me abide 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, 0 abide with-me ’ 

Swift to Its close ebbs out life’s little day , 

Earth’s joys grow dim , its glories pass away 
Change and decay in all around I see , 

O Thou, who changest not, abide with me > 

Not a brief glance I beg, a passing woid , 

But, as Thou d^ell’st with Thy disciples. Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 

Come, not to sojourn, but abide, with me ^ 

Come not in terrors, as the King of kings , 

But kind and good, with healing in Thy wings , 
Tears for aU woes, a heart for e^ry plea , 

Come, Fnend of sinners, and thus ’bide with me » 

Thou on my head in early youth didst smile , 
And, though rebellious and perverse meanwhile 
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee 
On to the clcTse, O Lord^ abide with me ' 
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I need Thy Presence ever> passing hour 
What but Thy grace Jan foil the Tempter’s power 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ^ 
Through cloud and sunshine, 0 abide with me ’ 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness 
Where is death’s sting ^ where. Grave, thy victory ? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me ^ 

Hold then Thy ciipss before my closing eyes ’ 

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies 
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows 
flee , 

In life and death, 0 Lord, abide with me ' 

Henry Francis Lyte 1847 


CCCCVI 

Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands, 

To His sure Truth and tender care, 
Who earth and Heaven commands 

Who points the clouds their course 
Whom winds and seas obey, 

He sh^ll dir^t thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

Thou on the Lord rely , 
bo safe shalt thou go on , 

Fix on His Work thy stedfast eye, 

So shall thy work be done ^ 
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No piofit canst thou gam 
By self-consuming cftre , 

To Him commend thy cause , His ear 
Attends the softest prayer 

Thy everlasting Truth, 

Father ' Thy ceaseless love, 

Sees all Thy children’s wants, and knows 
What best for each will piove 

And whatsoe’er Thou wiTl’st 
Thou dost, 0 King of kings , 

What Thy unerring Wisdom chose, 

Thy Power to being brings 

<ir» 

Thou everywhere hast sway. 

And all things seive Thy might , 

Thy every act pure blessing is, 

Thy path unsullied light 

When Thou arisest, Lord, 

Who shall Thy work withstand ^ 

When all Thy children want Thou) giVst, 
Who, who shall stay Thy hand ^ 

Give to the winds thy fears , 

Hope, and be undismay’d , 

God hears thy sighs, and counts th)^ tears, 
God shall lift up thy h!^ad 

Through vTaves and clouds and storms, 
He gently clears thy way , 

Wait thou His time , so shall this ni|ght 
Soon end in joyous day» 
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Still heav> is thy heart 
Still sink thy«pirits down ^ 

Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 

And every care be gone 

What tnough thou rulest not ^ 

Yet Heaven and earth and hell 
Proclaim, God sitteth on the Throne, 

And ruleth all things well • 

Leave to His sovereign sway 
To choose and to command , 

So shalt thou wondering own, His way 
How wise, how strong His hand ’ 

Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 

When fully He the work hath wrought 
lhat caused thy i^eedless fear 

Thou seest our weakness, Lord * 

Our hearts are known to Thee 
Oh ’ lift Thou up the sinking hand, 

Confirm the feeble knee * 

K 

Let us, in life, in death. 

Thy stedfast Truth declare, 

And publish, with our latest breath. 

Thy love and guardian care * 

John Wesley 1739 
{From Paul Gerhardt 1659 ) 

CCCCVII 

Your harps, ye trembling saints, 

Down from the willows take , 

Loud to the praise of Love divine, 

Bid every string awake 
F P 2 ^ 
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Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far fronf’home , 

And nearer to our house above, 

We every moment come 

His Grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine , 

Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench the spark divine 

Fasten’d within the vail, 

Hope be your anchor strong , 

His loving Spirit the sweet gale 
That wafts you smooth along 

Or, should the surges rise, 

And peace delay to come, 

Blest IS the sorrow, kind the storrru 
That drives us nearer home 

The people of His choice 
He wiill not cast away , 

Yet do not always here expect 
On Tabor’s mount to stay 

When we m darkness walk, 

Noi feel the heavenly -flame. 

Then is the time to trusj our God, 

And rest upon His Name 

r; 

Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside at His control , 

His loving-kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul 



Patience 


No wonder, when His Love 
Pervades yoi«r kindling breast, 

You wish for ever to retain 
The heart-transporting Guest 

Yet learn, m every state, 

To make His will your own , 

And,, when the joys of sense depart^ 
To walk by faith alone 

By anxidus fear depiess’d, 

When from the deep ye mourn, 
Lord, why so hasty to depart, 

‘‘So tedious in return ^ ” 

Still on'^His plighted Love 
At all events rely , 

The very hidings of His face 
■^hall tram thee up to joy 

Wait, till the shadows flee , 

Wait thy appointed hour , 

Wait, till the Bridegroom of ^hy soul 
Reveal His Love with power 

The time of Love will come, 

When thou shalt clearly see, 

Not only that He shed His Blood, 
But “that ilf flowed for thee ’ 

Tairy His leisure, thefi. 

Although He seem to stay , 

A moment’s intercourse with Him 
Thy grief will overpay 
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Blest IS the man, O God, 

That sta>s himself Thee ' 

Who wait for Thy salvation, Lord, 

Shall Thy salvation see ’ 

A ugustus Montague ^ of lady 1 772 


CCCCVIII 

Through the love of God our Saviour 
All will be well , ^ 

Free and changeless is Hfs favour , 

All, all is well * 

Precious is the Blood that heal’d us, 

Perfect is the grace that seal’d us, 

Strong the Hand stretch’d ^orth to shield us , 
All must be well ’ 

Though we pass'^through tribulation. 

All will be well , 

Ouis is such a full salvation. 

All, all is well ’ 

Happy, still to God confiding, 

FruitM, if in Christ abiding, 

Holy, through the Spirit’s guiding , 

All must be well ’ 

We expect a bright to-morrow. 

All will be well , 

Faith can sing through-days pf sorrow, 

All, all is well ’ 

On our Father’s love relying, 

Jesus every "need supplying, 

Or m living, or in dying, 

All must be well * 

r 


Mary Bowly 1B47 
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CCCCIX 

Rest \\^eary soul ’ 

The penalty is borne, the ransom paid, 

For all thy sms full satisfaction made , 

Strive not to do thyself what Chiist has done, 
Claim the free gift, and make the joy thine own , 
No more by pangs of guilt and fear distrest, 
Rest, sweetly rest ’ 

Rest, weary heart, 

From all thy silent griefs, and secret pam, 

Thy profitless regrets, and longings vain , 
Wisdom and love have ordered all the past. 

All shall be blessedness and light at last , 

Cast off the cares that have so long opprest , 
Rest, sweetly resi?’ 

Rest, weary head ’ 

Lie down to slumber in the peaceful tomb 
Light from above has broken through its gloom , 
Here, m the place where once thy^ Saviour lay. 
Where He shall wake thee on a future day, 

Like a tired child upon its mother’s breast. 

Rest, sweetly rest * 

Rest, spirit free * 

In the green pastj^res of the hea^^enly shore, 
Where sin and soiiow can approach no moie, 
With all the flock by the Good Shepherd fed, 
Beside the streams of Life etfrnal led, 

For ever with thy God and Saviour blest, 

Rest, sweetly rest i 


yane Borfliwick 1 859 
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ccccx 

For ever with the Lord ^ 

Amen • so let it be * 

Life from the dead is in tli^t word, 
^Tis immoitality ’ 

Here in the body pent, 

Absent from Him I roam, 

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home 

<r' 

My Father's house on high. 

Home of my soul ' how near, 

At times, to faith's far-seeing eye, 
Thy golden gates appear ’ 

iT 

Ah » then my spirit faints 
To reach theTand I love, 

The bright inheritance of saints,,. 
Jerusalem above ’ 

Yet clouds will intervene, 

An^ all my prospect flies , 

Like Noah's dove, I flit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies 

Anon the clouds depart, 

The winds and waters cease , 

While sweetly o’er my gladden’d heait 
Expands the bow of'-peace » 

Beneathr»ts glowing arch, 

Along the hallow'd ground, 

I see cherubic armies march, 

4. camp of fire around 
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I hear at morn and even, 

At noon agd midnight hour, 

The choral harmomes of Heaven 
Earth’s Babel tongues o’erpower 

Then, then I feel, that He, 

Remember d or forgot, 

The Lord, is never far from me, 

Though I perceive Him not 

James Montgomery 1835 


CCCCXI 

The God of Abraham praise, 

Who reigns enthroned above, 
Ancient of eveilasting days, 

And God of Love f 
Jehovah ’ GreUt I Am * 

By earth and Heaven confest , 

I bow and bless the sacied Name, 
For ever blest ’ 

The God of Abraham i^aise ^ 

At whose supreme command 
From earth I rise, and seek the joys 
At His right hand 
I all on earth forsake, 

Its wisdom, fame, and power, 
And Him my only poition make, 

• My Shield and Tower 

The God of Abraliam praise * 
Whose all-sufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days 
In all my ways 
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He shows His prints of love , 

They kindle to a flame, 

And sound, through all the worlds above, 
The slaughter’d Lamb ’ 

f 

The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on high , 

“Hail’ Father, Son, and Hoi) Ghost’” 
They ever cry 

Hail ’ Abraham’s God, and mine ’ 

I join the heavenly lays^ 

All might and majesty are Thine, 

And endless praise ’ 

Thomas Olivers 1772 


CCCCXTT 

Rev vir9--i7 

I saw, and lo ’ a countless throng, 

Th’ elect of every nation, name, and tongue, 
Assembled round the everlasting Throne , 
With robes of white endued, 

The Righteousness of God , 

And each a palm sustain’d 
In his victorious hand , 

When thus the bright melodious choir begun 
“ Salvation to Thy Name, 

“ Eternal God, and co eternal Lamb ’ 

“ In power, in glory, and m Essence, One 

So sung the Saints Th’ Angelic train 
Second the anthem with a loud Amen 

(These in the outer circle stood, 

The Saints were nearest God ,) 
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And prostrate fall, with glory overpowei’d, 

And hide their faces with their wings, 

And thus address the King of kings 

All hail * by Thy triumphant Church adored ^ 

“ Blessing %nd thanks and honour too 
“ Are Thy supreme. Thy everlasting due, 

“ Our Triune Sovereign, our propitious Lord 

While I beheld th’ amazing sight, 

A Seraph pointed to the Saints m white, 

And told me wly) they were, and whence they came 
“ These are they, whose lot below 
“Was peisecution, pain, and woe , 

“ These are the chosen purchased Flock, 

“ Who ne’er their Lord forsook , 

“Through Hismmputed Merit fiee from blame , 

“ Redeem’d from every sin , 

“And, as thou seest, wjiose garments were made 
^ean, 

“Wash’d in the Blood of yon E^ialted Lamb 

“ Saved by His Righteousness alone, 

“ Spotless they stand before the Throne, 

“ And in th’ ethereal Temple chant His praise 
“ Himself among them deigns to dwell, 

“ And face to face His Light reveal 
“ Hunger and thirst, as heretofore, 

“ And pain, and heat, they know no more, 

“ Nor need, as once, the sun’s prolific rays 
“ Immanuel Sere His people feeds, 

“To streams of joy perennial leads, 

“And wipes, for ever wipes, tht tears from every face ” 

Happy the souls released from fear. 

And safely landed there I 
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Some of the shining number once I knew, 

And travell’d with them^>here 
Nay some, my elder brethren now, 

Set later out for Heaven, my junior saints below 
Long after me, they heard the call ^f Grace 
Which waked them unto Righteousness 
How have they got beyond ' 

Converted last, yet first with glory crown’d ’ 
Little, once, I thought that these 
Would first the Summit gam. 

And leave me fai behind, slow jou^rneying through 
the Plain 

Loved while on earth ’ nor less belov’d, tho’ gone ’ 
Think not I envy you your crown 
No » if I could, I would not call y^u down ’ 
Though slower is my pace. 

To you ril follow opt. 

Leaning on Jesus all the way , 

Who, now and then, lets fall a ray 
Of comfort from His Throne 
The shinmgs of His grace 
Soften my passage thiough the wilderness , 

And vines, nectareous, spring where briers grew 
The sweet unveilmgs of His Face 
Make me, at times, near half as blest as you ’ 

O ^ might His Beauty feast my ravish’d eyes, 

His gladdening Presence ever stay, 

And cheer me all my journey through f 
But soon the clouds return , my triumph dies , 
Damp vapours from the valley rise, 

And hide the hill of^Sion from my view 

Spirit of Light ’ thrice holy Dove * 

Brighten m3^sense of interest in that Love 
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Which knew no birth, and never shall expire ’ 
Electing Goodness, firm and free. 

My whole salvation hangs on thee, 

Eldest and fairest daughter of Eternity • 
Redemption, grace, and glory too. 

Our bliss above, and hopes below, 

From her, their paient-fountain, flow 
Ah ’ tell me. Lord, that Thou hast chosen me » 
Thou, who hast kindled my intense desire, 

Fulfil the wish Thy influence did inspire, 

And let me my election know ’ 

Then, when 'fhy summons bids me come up 
higher. 

Well pleased I shall from life retire, 

And join the burning hosts, beheld at distance now 
Augiistti^ Montague Toplady 1759 — 1774* 
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Christ Incarnate 

1 

When Thou, O Lord, in flesh wert drest, 
The world Thou mad^st to free, 

The Inn, where weary travellers rest, 

Had not a room for Thee 

The Hol> Babe m manger rude 
Was all His birth-night laid , 

Pondering God’s worcfs, in thoughtful mood, 
Nigh watched the Mother Maid 

But oh < that wondrous midnight round 
What light, what glories throng, 

When man his infant Saviour f(?und, 

And heard the angels’ song ^ 

Sweet anthem ’ caught from hosts on high. 
Dwell thou our hearts within , 

Blest bridal of the earth and sky, 

Long s^parat^ thiough sin 

Though all unmeet that gladsome hymn 
For harps by sm unstrul^^, 

That psalm, by white-iobed seraphim 
In God’s own presence sung, 

G G 
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Yet sometimes, when our spirit tnes, 

By toil and darkness worn, 

Lord ’ make us hear seraphic choirs, 

And give a glimpse of morn ’ 

r 

If love wax cold, and strife increase, 

Chant in our hearts again, 

Glory to God on high, and peace 
“ On earth, good will to men ’ ” 

Joseph A Hsizce 1 83 6 


2 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ’ 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid ’ 
Star of the East, the horfzon adorning, ^ 

Guide wheie our infant Redeemer is laid ’ 

Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining , 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall , 
Angels adore Him, m slumber leclimng. 

Maker and Monarch and Savioui of all 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion. 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine ^ 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold fromlhe mine^ 

Vainly we offer eaclY ample oblation , 

Vainly with gifts would His favour secure * 
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration , 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the pooi 
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Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ^ 
Dawn on our darkiless and lend us Thine aid ’ 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ’ 

Btshop Reginald Heber 1 8 1 r 


Chiist Oucified 

3 

And was crucified for us under Pontius P flat Cj 
He si^ei ed^ and was bui led ” 

Ride on ’ ride on in majesty ’ 

Hark ’ all the tubes Hosanna cry ^ 

Thme humble beast pursues his road, 

AA/'ith palm^and scattered garments stiow’d 

Ride on ^ ride on in majesty » 

In lowly pomp iide o«i to die ’ 

O Ohnst ’ Thy triumphs now begin 
O’er captive Death and conquer’d Sm 

Ride on ’ ride on in majesty ’ 

The winged squadrons of the ^ky 
Look down with sad and wondeimg e>€s 
To see the approaching Saciilice 

Ride on ’ ride on in majesty ' 

Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh , 

The Father on His sapphire Thione 
Expects. H IS anointed Son 

Ride on ’ ride on in majesty ’ 

In lowly pomp ride on to^ie ’ 

Bow Thy meek Head to mortal pain ^ 

Then take, O God ’ Thy power, and reign * 
Henryt Ho/rt Mi^nian 1827 
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Come, let us join oui cheeiful songs 
With angels round the Tin one , 

Ten thousand thousand aie then tongues, 
But all their joys aic one 

“ Woithy the Lamb that died,’ they civ, 

To be exalted thus ’ ” 

‘‘ Worthy the Lamb ’ ” our lips reply, 

‘‘ For He was slain foi us ” 

Jesus IS worthy to leceive 
Honoui and power di\ me, 

And blessings, more than we can give, 

Be, Loid, foi evei Thine 

Let all that dwell above the sky. 

And air, and earth, ahd seas, 

Conspire to lift Thy glories high, 

And speak Thine endless piaisc 

The whole Creation join in one 
To bless the sacred Name 
Of Him, that sits upon the Throne, 

And to adore the Lamb ’ 

Isaac Watts 1709 

Ch7ist Risen 

7 

Lo ’ the day the Lord hath made ’ 

From the tomb’s funeieal shade 
Now the Sun of goodness brings 
Healing oivHis radiant wings 
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And before His bridal light 
All the denizens#of night, 

Fear, and shame, and sorrow fade 
Bless the day the Lord hath made * 

Angels, who the morn outrun 
To adore the glorious Sun , 

At whose step the firm earth shakes. 

From whose eye the lightning breaks , 

Ye, whose hand excels in might , 

Ye, whose accents breathe delight , 

Forms m dazzling white array’d , 

Bless the day the Lord hath made » 

Holy women, whom the dawn 
Sees by pK^s duty diawn 
To the Saviour’s rock-hewn bed, 

Tears, and unguents rich, to shed , 

Stay your tears, youi^ gifts withhold, 
Anpl-led, the cave behold, 

Where the Saviour’s corse was laid 
Bless the day the Lord hath made * 

Holy men, beloved pair, 

Who with rival speed repair 
To explore the inmost gloom 
Of the yet untrodden tomb , 

Mark the clothes, that wrapped Him lound, 
Swathed His limbs, His temples bound, 

All in seemlie^ order laid 
Bless the day the Lord hath made ’ 

First of all the faithful train 
To behold thy Lord again. 

Stay not, Mary, weeping here , 

See, thy Saviour’s self is near ♦ 



458 


The Bool of P^mse 

Quick thy mighty Master gieet, 

Fall m homage at His feet 
All thy giicfs aie now repaid 
Bless the day the Lord hath made ^ 

Doubtful hearts, whom late He taught, 
Musing now m anxious thought, 

Cease your doubts, youi sonows cease, 
Hear Him speak the words of peace 
Deem your eyes no spirit meet , 

Mark His pieiccd hands and feet, 

Mark His wounded side display'd 
Bless the day the Lord hath made ’ 

Church of God, whom this fair mom 
Sees to life and glory born, 

Founded on the living Stone, 

Which by Judah’s buiMers thiown, 

Thrown with infamy aside. 

Now becomes thy Stiength and Piide , 

Be thy debt of duty paid , 

Bless the day the Lord hath made ’ 

Ever, as this day shall rise 
Beaming in the vernal skies, 

Duly to the Saviour’s praise, 

Church of God, the anthem raise ’ 

Chnst our passover was slam * 

Keep the feast, and swell the^ strain^, 

Christ IS raised from the dead I 
Bless the day the Loid hath made ^ 

Mshop Richard Mant 1 83 o 
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8 

Ad ttifipla 710 s iifnus vocat 

Homing lifts her dewy veil 
With new-boin blessings crowned , 
Let us haste hei light to hail 
In courts of holy giound 
Christ hath shed a faiiei mom, 
Fiom dftikness rising fiee , 

In His glorious light new born, 

Let us lift the jubilee 

From th j swaddling bands of night 
When sprang the woild so fan, 
Putting on her lobes of light, 

O what a powerVas theie ^ 

■VTlaen our God, who gave His Son, 
His guilty foes to spate, 

Woke to life the guiltless One, 

0 what a love was there ’ 


When from the Eternars hand 
The earth in beauty stood, 

Deck’d in light at His command, 

He saw, and called it good 
Yet a goodliei world it stood 
In "the Cr^atoi’s sight, 

In the Lamb’s all-cleansmg blood 
Wash’d to celestial white 

Isaac Williams, 1834 
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Chi ist A sullied 

9 

Where high the heavenly Tenfiple stands, 
The house of God not made "with hands, 

A great High Priest our nature wears, 

The guai dian of mankind appears. 

He, who for man their Surety stood, 

And poured on eaith His pi^cious Blood, 
Pursues in Heaven His mighty plan, 

The Savioui and the Fiiend of man 

Though now ascended up on high, 

He bends on earth a Brother s eye , 

Pai taker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame 

Our Fellow-sufferer yet letains 
A fellow-feeling of oui pains , 

And still remembers m the skies 
His tears, 'His agonies, and cries 

In eveiy pang that rends the heart 
The Man of Sorrows had a pait , 

He sympathises with our grief, 

And to the suiferei sends relief 

Withi boldness, theiefore, at the Thione, 
Let uS make all our sorrows known , 

And ask the aid of Heavenly power 
To help us in the evil houi 

^ Michael Bruce 1768 

Vartatton hy John Logan 1781, 
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10 

Lord of mercy and of might » 

Of mankind the Life and Light * 
Maker^^eacher Infinite ’ 

Jesus ’ hear and save ^ 

Who, when sin^s tremendous doom 
Gave creation to the tomb, 

Didst not scorn the Virgin’s womb, 

Jesus ’ hear and save ' 

Mighty Monarch ’ Saviour mild * 
Humbled to a mortal child, 

Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 

Jesus ’ hear and save ^ 

Throned above ceiestial things, 

E^rne aloft on angels’ wings. 

Lord of lords, and King of kings, 

Jesus ’ hear and sa\e * 

Who shalt yet return from high, 

Robed in might and majesty, 

Hear us ’ help us when we cry ^ 

Jesus ’ hear and sa\e ^ 
Bishop Reginald Hebei 1 8 1 1 


11 

Thou the cup of death^didst drain, 
Thou within the tomb wert laid , 
Thou art Risen, Thou dost reign, 
Seraphim Thy subjects ma<fe ’ 
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Lord ’ when we recal the stoiy 
Of Thy lowliness and glory, 

Keep us, lest we fall from Thee, 
Through that awful mystery 

Who can fathom the abyss * 

Where Thou plunged'st for our love > 
Who conceive the glorious bliss 
Waiting on Thy steps above ^ 
Cradled in the lowliest shed, 

Weeping, toiling, suffering, dead ’ 
Mighty Monarch, throned 6n high, 
Ruling all in earth and sky ’ 

Who IS equal to these things ^ 

Who such mysteiies can brook ^ 
Faith, with eagle eye and wTngs, 
Scarcely there may soar or look 
1 bought must seelf that height in vain, 
All her inusings turn to pain, -- 
Whelmed beneath the mighty load 
Of that word, Incarnate God ’ 

Blessed, blessed be the Lord • 

Who on simple souls and poor 
Gently has the knowledge pour’d. 
Which the wise can scarce endure 
Saved from sinning, happy, healed 
By those mystic truths revealed, 
Changed by power above their own, 
Christ to them is fully krown 

Known when drawing infant bieath, 
Known in labour and m pain, 
Known victoiious ovei death, 

Known in His tiiumphant reign 
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All He suffered, all He won, 

God, and woman’s wondrous Son 
All alike from sm restrain, 

All to them is wise and plain 

Other Says may come at last, 

When our purer eyes shall see, 

By no whelming thoughts o’ercast, 

Our salvation’s mystery 
Give us grace meanwhile to rest, 

By obedience taught and blest, 

Sure, that truths which make us fiee, 

God of counsel, flow from Thee ' 

Joseph A nsttce 1 836 


12 

One there is, abo^e all others, 

♦Well deserves the name of Friend 
His is love beyond a brother’s. 

Costly, free, and knows no end 
They who once His kindness prove 
Find It everlasting love 

Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed their blood ^ 
But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in Him to God 
This was boundless love indeed , 

Jesus is a Priend m need 

When He lived on eaith abased, 

Fiiend of smneis was His name , 

Now above all glory raisM, 

He rejoices in the same 
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Still He calls them brethren, friends, 

And to all their wants atte;jt;ids 

Could we bear from one another 
What He daily bears from us 
Yet this glorious Friend and Brothei 
Loves us though we treat Him thus 
Though for good we render ill, 

He accounts us brethren still 

Oh ’ for grace our hearts to soften ’ 

^Teach us, Loid, at length to love ’ 

We, alas ’ forget too often 
What a Friend we have above 
But, when home our souls aie brought, 

We will love Thee as we ought ^ 

John Newton 1779 


ChrisVs Kingdom and Judgment •- 

13 

When came in flesh th’ Incarnate Woid, 
The heedltss world slept on, 

And only simple shepherds heard 
That God had sent His Son* 

When comes the Saviour at the last, 
From west to east shall shine 
The awful pomp, and earth aghast 
Shall tremble at the sign ^ 

Then shall the pijfe in heait be blest , 

As mild He comes to them, 

As when upon the Virgin's breast 
He lay ^t Bethlehem 
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As mild to meek-eyed love and faith , 

Only more sti jng to save , 

Strengthened, by having bowed to death 
By having buist the gra\ e 

Lord * wlm) could dare see Thee descend 
In state, unless he knew 
Thou art the soirowing smnei’s Friend, 

The giacious, and the true ^ 

Dwell in our heaits, O Saviour blest ’ 

So shall Thine Advent dawn 
’Twixt us and Thee, our bosom-Guest, 

Be but the veil withdrawn 

Joseph Ansticc 1836 


14 

Great God, what do I see and hear ^ 
The end of things ^reated » 

The Judge of mankind doth appeal 
On clouds of glory seated • 

The tiumpet sounds , the graves restoic 
The dead which they contained befoie 
Prepare, my soul, to meet Hnn » 

The dead m Christ are first to rise 
And greet th* Archangel’s warning, 

To meet the Saviour in the skies 
On this auspicious morning 
No gloomy fears their souls dismay , 

His Presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepared to meet Him 

Far over space, to distan^spheres, 

The lightnings are prevailing 
Th’ ungodly rise, and all their tears 
And sighs aie unavailing 
H H 
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The day of grace is past and gone , 

They shake before the Judge’s throne, 

All unprepaied to meet Him 

Stay, fancy, stay, and close thy ifings, 

Repress thy flight too daring ’ 

One wondrous sight my comfoit brings, 

The Judge my natuie wearing 
Beneath His cross I view the day 
When Heaven and Eaith shall pass away. 

And thus prepaie to meet Hta 

Wtlham Bengo CoUyer 1812 
{Fzfst stanza Anon from Bartholomew Btn^wald) 

1550 


15 

That day of wrath, that dieadful day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away. 
What power shall he the sinner’s stay ^ 

How shall he meet that dreadful dav-^^ 

When, shrivelling like a paiched scioll. 

The flaming heavens together 1 oil , 

When louder yet, and yet moie diead, 

Swells the high trump that wakes the dead , 

O ^ on that day, that wrathful day, 

When man to judgment wakes from clay, 

Be Thou the tren''bling sinner’s stay, 

Though heaven and earth shall pass awa^-. 

Walter Scott 
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U}bs Syoii aurea^ Patna lacha 

Jeiusale^ the golden, 

With milk and honey blest, 

Beneath thy contemplation 
Sink heart and voice opprest 

I know not, O I know not, 

What social joys are there , 

What radiancy of glory. 

What light beyond compare 

1 hey stand, those halls of Sion, 

Conjubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel, 

And all the martyi thiong 

TlTb Prince is ever in them , 

The daylight is seienc , 

The pastures of the Blessed 
Are decked in glorious sheen 

There is the Throne of David , 

And there, from caie leleas’d. 

The song of thorn that tiiumph, 

The shout of them that feast 

And they, who, with their Leader, 

Have conquer’d in the fight, 

For ever and for ever 
Are clad in lobes of white 

yohn Mason Neale 1858 
From Bernard 0/ Morlatx 


H H 3 
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Songs of praise the angels sang, 

Heaven with hallelujahs rang. 

When Jehovah^s work begun, 

When He spake, and it was done 

Songs of praise awoke the morn, 

When the Prince of Peace was born \ 

Songs of piaise arose, when He 
Captive led captivity 

Heaven and earth must pass away. 

Songs of praise shall crown th?^ day , 

God will make new heavens, new earth, 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth 

r 

And can man alone be dumb, 

Till that glorious kingdom come ^ 

No the Church delights to raise 
Psalms, and^ hymns, and songs of praise 

Saints below, with heart and voice, 

Still m songs of praise rejoice. 

Learning here, by faith and love, 

Songs of praise to sing above 

Borne upon their latest brealh, 

Songs of praise shall conquer death , 

Then, amidst eternal joy, 

Songs of praise their powers employ 

James Montgomer^f 1819 
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Resurreckon and Eternal Life 

18 

Hic bhve vivitur^ hic breve plangitiir^ 

Brief life is here our portion, 

Brief sonow, short-liv’d care , 

The life that knows no ending, 

The teailess life is theie 

0 happy retribution ’ 

Short toil, eternal rest , 

For mortals and for sinners 
A mansion with the blest ^ 

That we snould look, poor wand’rers, 

To have our hpme on high ’ 

That worms should seek for dwellings 
Beyond the starry sk> ’ 

To all one happy guerdon 
Of one celestial grace • 

For all, for all, who mourn their fall. 

Is one eternal place 

And martyrdom hath roses 
Upon that heavenly ground 

And white and virgin lilies 
For vir^n souls abound. 

There grief is turne<^to pleasure , 

Such pleasure, as below 

No human voice can uttei. 

No human heait can know 
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And, after fleshly scandal, 

And after this world’% night. 

And after stoim and whirlwind, 

Is calm, and joy, and light 

And now we fight the battle , 

But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 
And passionless renown 

And now we watch and struggle 
And now we live in hope, 

And Sion, in her anguish, 

With Babylon must cope 

But He, Whom now we trusyn. 

Shall then be seen and known, 

And they who know and see Him 
Shall have Him for their own ^ 

John Mason Neale 1858 
From Bernard of Morlaix 


Thy Kingdom Come ” 

19 

Almighty God ’ Thy word is cast 
Like seed upon the ground 
Oh ' may it grow m humble hearts, 
And nghteous fiuits aboulfd 

Let not the foe of ^Christ and man 
This holy seed remove , 

But give It root m praying souls 
To bnngrforth fruits of love 
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Let not the world’s deceitful caies 
The rising plant destroy, 

But may it in converted minds 
Produce the fruits of joy 

Let not 'fhy word so kindly sent 
To raise us to Thy Throne 
Return to Thee, and sadly tell 
That we reject Thy Son 

Great God ’ come down, and on Thy word 
Thy mi^ty power bestow , 

That all who heai the joyful sound 
Thy saving grace may know 

J^o/m Cawood i8i6 


Thy mil be Done ” 

20 

Lord, as to Thy dear cross vve flee, 
And plead to be forgiven, • 

So let Thy life our pattern be, 

And form our souls for Heaven 

Help us, through good report and ill, 
Our daily cross to bear, 

Like Thee, to do our Fathei’s will, 
Oui brethJfen’s giiefs to shaie 

Let grace our selfishne#^ expel, 

Our earthliness lefine, 

And kindness in our bosoms dwell, 
As free and true as Thine 
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If joy shall at Thy bidding fly, 

And griefs dark day cofne on, 

We, m onr turn, would meekly cry, 

Father * Thy will be done ‘ 

Should friends misjudge, or foes defame, 

Or brethren faithless prove, 

Then, like Thine own, be all our aim 
To conquer them by love 

Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 

Forgiving and forgiven, 

O may we lead the pilgrim's life, 

And follow Thee to Heaven ’ 

Jolm Hampden G unity 1838 

21 

Eternal Beam of Light Divine, 

Fountain of unexhausted love, 

In Whom the Father’s glories shine 
Through earth beneath, and Heaven above 

Jesu * the weaiy wandeiei’s Rest ’ 

Give me Thy easy yoke to bear , 

With stedfast patience arm my breast, 

With spotless love, and lowly fear 

thankful I take the cup from Thee, 

Prepaid and mingled by Thy skill 
Though bitter to the taste I'f be. 

Powerful the wounded soul to heal 

Be Thou, O RocS of Ages, nigh ’ 

So shall each murmuring thought be gone 
And gnef,^and fear, and care shall fly 
As clouSs before the mid-day sun 
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Speak to my warring passions peace , 

Say to my trdlnbling heart, Be still 
Thy power my strength and fortress is, 

For all things serve Thy sovereign will 

O Death, wheie is thy sting ^ wheie now 
Thy boasted victorv, 0 Grave ? 

Who shall contend with God, or who 
Can hurt whom God delights to save^ 

Charles Wesley 1740 


Give us this day our Daily Byead^ 

22 

All wondering on the desert ground 
Th^ hungry thousands gazed around, 

While Jesus for their need display’d 
The power that once the worlds had made 

Few were the words the Saviour spake , 

He only blest the bread and Brake , 

The scanty loaves, the fishes few, 

At His commandment ceaseless giew 

No meagre store, 0 Lord, have we 
Of grace and blessings shower’d from Thee , 
^et m our bajgren hearts and diy 
More scanty grows the rich supply 

On desert sands we see A to 10am, 

Weary, and faint, and far from home, 
Though pastures green around us grow, 

And Thy still waters near us £80^ 
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Oh ’ with a living growth inspire, 

Not Thy blest gifts, but f>ur desire, 

That we mav taste Thy mercy’s store. 

And thirst and hunger never more ’ 

John El ne^ Bode 1 860 
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23 

When rising from the bed of death, 
Overwhelm’d with guilt and fear, 

I see my Maker face to face, 

0 how shall I appear ’ 

If yet, while pardon may be found, 

And mercy may be sought. 

My heart with inward honor shrinks'', 

And tiembles at the thought. 

When Thou, 0 Lord, shalt stand disclos’d 
In majesty sevcie. 

And sit in judgment on my soul, 

O how shall I appear ’ 

But Thou hast told the tioubled soul. 

Who does her sms lament, 

The timely tribute of hei tears 
Shall endless woe pi e\ cift 

Then see the sowows of my heai t, 

Eie yet it be too late, 

And add my Saviour’s dying groans 
To give- those sorrows u eight 
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For never shall my soul despair 
Her pardon t* procure, 

Who knows Thy only Son has died 
To make that pardon suie 

Joseph A ddtson 1719 


Noonday 

24 

Up to the thione of God is home 
The voice of praise at early morn, 

And He accepts the punctual hymn, 
Sung asjhe light of day grows dim 

Nor will He turn His ear aside 
From holy offerings at noontide 
Tlien here reposing let us raise 
A song of giatitude and praise 

What though our burthen be not light, 
We need not toil fiom mori? to night , 
The respite of the mid-day hour 
Is in the thankful Creature^s power 

Blest are the moments, doubly blest, 
That, drawn from this one hour of rest, 
Are with a ready heart bestowed 
Upon the sSvice of our God 

Each field is then a h?!ilowed spot, 

An altar is in each man’s cot, 

A church in every grove that spieads 
Its living roof above our heads 
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Look up to Heaven ’ the industrious sun 
Already half his race hadi run , 

He cannot halt nor go astray , 

But our immortal Spirits may 

r- 

Lord • since his rising in the east, 

If we have faltered or transgressed, 

Guide, from Thy lovers abundant source, 
What yet remains of this day’s course 

Help with Thy grace, through life’s short day 
Our upward, and our downward, way , 

And gloiify for us the west, 

When we shall sink to final rest ’ 

Wtlham Wordsworth 1834 

Evening 

?5 

Father ’ by Thy love and power, 

Comes again the evening houi 
Light has vanished, labours cease, 

Weary creatures rest in peace 
Thou, whole genial dews distil 
On the lowliest weed that grows, 

Father ’ guard our couch from ill. 

Lull Thy children to repose 
We to Thee ourselves resign, 

Let our latest thoughts be Thine ! 

Saviour ^ to Thy Father b'Sar 
This our feeble evening prayer , 

Thou hast seen how oft to-day 
We, like sheep, have gone astray 
Worldly thoughts, and thoughts of piide, 
Wisher to Thy Cross untrue, 
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All 


Secret faults and undescried, 

Meet Thy spirtt-piercing view 
Blessed Saviour ^ yet, through Thee, 

Pray that these may pardoned be 

Holy Spin't ^ Breath of balm ’ 

Fall on us in evening’s calm 
Yet awhile, before we sleep, 

We with Thee will vigil keep 
Lead us on our sms to muse , 

Give us tjjuest penitence , 

Then the love of God infuse, 

Breathing humble confidence , 

Melt our spirits, mould our will, 

Soften, strengthen, comfort still ’ 

Blessed Trinity » be near 
Through the hours of darkness drear , 
When the help of m«.n is far, 

Ye iRore clearly present are 
Father * Son ’ and Holy Ghost 
Watch o’er our defenceless head, 

Let Your angels’ guardian host 
Keep all evil from our bed, • 

Till the flood of morning rays 
Wake us to a song of piaise 

Joseph Anstue 1836 


The Old and New Yeaj 

26 

Now, gracious Lord, Thjpe arm reveal, 
And make Thy glory known , 

Now let us all Thy piesence feel, 

And soften hearts of stone * 
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Help us to venture near Thy Thione, 

And plead a Savioui’s l^ame , 

For all that we can call our own 
Is vanity and shame 

p rom aU the guilt of former sin 
lVIa> mercy set us free 
And let the year we now begin, 

Begin and end with Thee 

Send down Thy Spiiit from above, 
lhat saints may love Thee more. 

And sinners now may learn to love, 

Who never loved before 

And when before Thee we appear 
In our eternal home, 

May growing numbers worship here, 

And praise Thee inrour room ^ 

John Newton"' 1779 


Baptism and Childhood 

27 

Saviour, who didst from Heaven come down, 
A little Child awhile to be, 

Whose precious blood and thorny crown 
Fiom death and sin have'^ansomed me 

Teach me, dear Suviour, some return 
Of lowly service for Thy love, 

Such as a thankful child may learn, 

Such as Thy Spirit 'shall approve 
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Young hearts, I hear them say, are claimed 
For God^s own^ltar by Thy word 
May I lay there my own, unblamed ’ 

And wilt Thou lift it heavenward. Lord? 

^mes Bulltv ant Tomahn [i860] 
From Loiiis^ Count Ztnzendoif 


Holy Co7n?nu7non 
28 

Heie, O my Lord, I see Thee face to face , 

Here would I touch and handle things unseen , 
Here grasp with fiimer hand the eternal grace, 

And all my wanness upon Thee lean 

Here would I feed upon the Bread of God , 

Here drink with Thee the royal Wine of Heaven , 
Here wouTd I lay aside each earthly load, 

Heie taste afresh the calm of sm forgiven 

This is the hour of banquet and of song, 

This IS the heavenly 1 able spread for me , 

Here let me feast, and, feasting, still prolong 
The biief bright hour of fellowship with Thee 

Too soon we rise , the symbols disappear , 

The Feast, though not the Love, is past and gone , 
The Bread and Wine remove , but Thou art here. 
Nearer than ever^ still my Shield and Sun 

I have no help but Thine , net- do I need 
Another arm save Thine to lean upon 
It is enough, my Lord , enough, indeed , 

My strength is in Thy might, Th>’^night alone 
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I have no wisdom, save in Him Who is 
My Wisdom and my Teacher, both m one , 

No wisdom can I lack while Thou art wise, 

No teaching do I crave, save Thine alone 

Mine IS the sin, but Thine the Righteousness , 
Mine is the guilt, but Thine the cleansing Blood 
Here is my lobe, my refuge, and my peace. 

Thy blood, Thy Righteousness, O Lord my C^od 

I know, that deadly evils compass me, 

Dark penis threaten, yet I wouldrnot fear, 

Noi pooily shrink, nor feebly turn to flee , 

Thou, O my Christ, art buckler, sword, and speai 

But see, the Pillar-Cloud is rising now, 

And moving onward through the^esert night , 

It beckons, and I follow , for I know 
It leads me to the heritage of Light 

Feast after feast thus comes, and passes by , 

Yet, passing, points to the glad Feast above, 
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy, 

The Lamb’s great Bridal Feast of bliss and love 
Ho 7 aims Bona } , 1 85 6 

29 

My God, and is Thy Table spread ? 

And does Thy cup with love overflow ? 

Thither be all Thy children led, 

And let them all its sweeJ^ness know 

Hail, sacred Feast, which Jesus makes ’ 

Rich banquet 0^ His Flesh and Blood * 

Thnce happy he, who here partakes 
That sacred stream, that heavenly Food ^ 
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Why are its dainties all in vain 
Before unwilling hearts displayed ^ 

Was not for you the victim slam ^ 

Are you forbid the children’s Bread ^ 

O let 1 l hf Table honour’d be, 

And furnished well with joyful guests , 

And may each soul salvation see, 

That here its sacred pledges tastes 

Let crowds approach, with hearts prepar’d , 
With hearts inflamed let all attend , 

Nor, when we leave our Father’s board, 

The pleasure or the profit end 

Revive Thy dying churches, Lord • 

And bidj^ur drooping graces live , 

And more, that energy afford, 

A Saviour’s love alone can give 

Philip Doddi idge 1755 

30 

Thou, who hast call’d us by Thy Word 
The marriage feast to share^ 

Of Thy dear Son, our only Lord, 

Thy bidden guests piepare ’ 

No vain excuse we dare to make, 

Thy call we do not slight , 

We come unworthy , for His sake 
Help us to (^me aright ’ 

The marnage-garment wj require 
Thyself to us impart, 

And with Thy precious gifts inspire 
A pure and thankful heart 
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And Thou, to whom the Father^s love 
The wedding guests has brought, 

Who ever helpest from above 
Those whom Thy blood has bought, 

Lord of the feast ’ our coming bless. 

And round our souls entwine 
The garment of Thy Righteousness, 

In which Thy saints shall shine 

John Ernest Bode i86o 
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For mercies, countless as the sands. 

Which daily I receive 
From Jesus my Redeemer’s Tiands, 

My soul, what canst thou give ^ 

Alas ’ from such an heart as mine,* 

What can I bring Him forth ^ 

My best is stain’d and dyed with sin, 

My all IS nothing worth 

Yet this acknowledgment I’ll make 
For all He has bestow’d , 

Salvation’s sacred cup I’ll take. 

And call upon my God 

The best return for one like me. 

So wretched and so p^r, 

Is from His gifts to draw a plea. 

And ask Higi still for more 

Wtiham Cowper 1779 
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Lord, when my soul her secrets doth reveal, 

All self-condemned, before Thy Throne I kneel, 
And own my thoughts unclean, my words untrue, 
Deeds nothing worth, eyes blind, and flattering too 

Oh > from this death who shall deliver me ? 

Oh « from this torment whither can I flee ^ 

No virtue have I left, no strength within, 

hearfj enslaved and bound in sin 

But, Lord, Thy mercy to the Heavens ascends , 
Thy faithfulness beyond the clouds extends , 

Like the strong mountains stands Thy Righteous- 
ness, 

Deep are Thy Judgments, as the vast Abyss 

Thou, excellent in Mercy, savest still 
Men and mute creatures with a Father's will 
Under Thy gracious shadow. Good and Just, 

The children of mankind shall put their trust 

They from Thy house of plenty shall be fed. 

And drink Joy’s River from the Fountain-Head , 
For Life’s eternal well-spnng is with Thee , 

And in Thy Light, light only shall we see 

O Lord * to the true-hearted men of love 
Still may Thy loving^kindness constant prove ’ 

And save Thy servant from the foot of pnde 
While Thy foes fall around, b^ Thou my guide ’ 

Roundel I Palmer 1865 


1 I 2 
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Church Dedidttion 

33 

O Lord, our languid souls inspire, 

For here, we trust, Thou art » 

Send down a coal of heavenly fire, 

To warm each waiting heart 

Dear Shepherd of Thy people, hear, 
Thy Presence now display , 

As Thou hast given a place for prayer, 
So give us hearts to pray 

Shew us some token of Th^love, 

Our fainting hope to rai^e , 

And pour Thy blessings from above, 
That we may render praise 

Within these walls let holy peace, 

And love, and concord, dwell , 

Here gire the troubled conscience ease, 
The wounded spint heal 

The feeling heart, the melting eye, 

The humbled mind bestow , 

And shine upon us from on high, 

To make our graces grow 

May we in faith receive Thy word, 

In faith present our prayers, 

And m the presence of our Lord 
Unbosom all our cares 
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And may the Gospel’s joyful sound, 

Inforced mighty grace, 

Awaken many sinners round, 

To come and fill the place 

John Newton 1779 


Ordination of Ministers 

34 : 

Pour out ThjT Spint from on high , 

Lord, Thine assembled servants bless , 
Graces and gifts to each supply, 

And clothe Thy priests with righteousness 

Within Thy temple when we stand 
To teach the truth, as taught by Thee, 
Saviour, like stars m Jhy right hand 
Tht? angels of the Churches be ’ 

Wisdom, and zeal, and faith impart, 

Firmness, with meekness from above, 

To bear Thy people on our hea^, 

And love the souls whom Thou dost love 

To watch, and pray, and never faint, 

By day and night strict guard to keep, 

To warn the sinner, cheer the saint, 

Nourish Thy lambs, and feed Thy sheep 

Then, when our work is finish’d here, 

In humble hope our charge resign ’ 

When the chief Shepherd shall appear, 

O God ’ may they and we be Thine ’ 

James Mon^omery 1825 
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Fearless, calm, and strong in love, 
Would’st thou ply the Gospel net ^ 

Then remember God above, 

And thyself forget 

Like the fisher, patient be , 

Try at mom, and try at even, 

PI ope, where thou canst nothing see , 

And still trust in Heaven 

Never shall the net be cast 
All in vain, though cast amiss 
Wait the great Day and the last, 

Ere thou judge of this 

O what issues that may show 
Even of thy poor toil and care ’ 

But, tiU then, enough to know 
Thou dost neither spare 

Spend, thep, and be spent, in love , 

Take the task before thee set , 

Souls to win for Heaven above, 

And thyself forget 

Thomas Davts, 1862 

The Call 

36 

Awake, my soul ’ Kt up thine eyes, 

See where thy foes against thee rise, 

In long array, a numerous host , 

Awake, my ^oul ’ or thou art lost 
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Here giant Danger threatening stands, 
Mustering his pnle terrific bands , 

There pleasure's silken banners spread, 

And willing souls are captive led 

See where rebellious passions rage. 

And fierce desires and lusts engage , 

The meanest foe of all the tram 
Has thousands and ten thousands slam 

Thou tread’st upon enchanted ground. 

Perils and snares beset thee round , 

Beware of all, guard every part, 

But most, the traitor in thy heart 

Come my soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield , 

Put on the armour from above 
Of^ heavenly truth tnd heavenly love 

The terror and the charm repel, 

And powers of earth, and powers of hell , 
The Man of Calvary triumphed here 
Why should His faithful followers fear^ 

A mm Lmitiia Barbauld 1773 
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NOTES 


Part of Hymn No 100 m Mant s Ancient Bymmt &e Tlnee 
stanzas out of eight aie omitted 

■The text of this hymn is from The Devout O^omfcr (Masters , 
Third Edition, 1854) , m which hook it was fiist published , 
and the author s name is given, by his hind peiraission 
The text of this is from the Fifth Edition (Ne'w castle, no date, 
but watei mank 1810) , of the Bev Thomas Cottenll's PsaZms 
and Hymns * 

■From Hymns for the CTvm ch of Hnqland (Longman, 1S57) 
The flist and tli id stanzas aie adapted, by Mi Darhng, from 
Nos 40 and 36 of John Qi^iles Divine JEjaeulatwns 
-Fron«John and Chailes Wesley s Collection of Psalms and 
By mm (the flist edition published in 1741) , but it liad been 
pienously published in John Wesley s Chailestown book of 
1737 The Psalm, as rendeied by Watts, is in six sfanzas, of 
which Wesley omitted the first and fourth, and varied the 
second by substituting the well known lines, 

“ Before Jehovah s awful *lirone, 

Te nations, bow with sacred joy , ’ 

for Watts’ original, 

Nations, attend before his throne 
■\\ ith solemn feai, with sacred joy 

Tim onlj other change is the w oid “ shall instead oi ‘ must, 
in the thud line of the last stanza 

-Thiee stanzas out of six The fi^st, second and fifth of "Watts 
are omitted 

-Nine stanzas out el^e (the Gist, thud, and eleventh of 
Watts being omitted) The oi d ‘ Lod is bi ought dow n into 
the fust line, from the first (omitted) stanza, instead of 
“Him 

-Tlie four first stanzas of Hymn No 11, Book II m Gibbons 
Hymns ada} ted io Divine Wot ship (Lonuon, 17S4) , so rii Times 
wrongly ascii oed to Bern Ige Gibbous has seven stanzas 



Notes 


?vm-Alteiedfiomapoeni by Eliza Lee Cabot first published m 
1826, by Emily Taj lor in 8ahhat}^Becreation8 (Wellington, 

■r VI —This attributed in eiioi to Charles Grant, is in the Bev E 
H Bickersteths Christian Psalmody, 1883 , Init must have 
been in ciiculation for nearly twenty j ears before 
xxiii —Four out of five stanzas, Lyte s fourth be^g omitted 

Y^Yiii The first thirteen out of forty two stanzas The poeui is 

the last of several in Skelton s Appef to Common Sense on 
the Subject of Christiamti/ (Dublin, 1784 ) 
xxxn -Stanzas 1, 6, 9, and 10, of a poem in ten stanzas (No 68 
ofT <T'ri nfi ftld*s Century of Saci ed Songs) Iha\e adlmiedto 
tL sSon madebyWlate Bev John Hampden Guiney 
in the Marylebone Hvmn Book of 1851 . , , + 

as this IS one of the hymns included in the Sd 

New Version, for the use of which ^^ady and ^^te obtained 
from Queen Anne an Order in Council, dated the 30th July, 
1703 It was advertised as i eady, and issued, as eaily as 1698 
vvxTv —The text is that of the fourth edition (1743) of Hymws and 
Sa^d Poems, by John ^4 Chailea oSd 

rA”£<'Sss> ^ t, 

sides sltenng several lines, Jias left out part (but the 

whole) of tffiiwo last stanz^, which aie 

fhp end of modem editions of the New Version of the Psalms 

m other respects I prefer Wesley s ongmal to Medan s wia 
tion 

xxxviii —Mr Sears is an Ameiican writei ^ ^ n \ 

xi^-^From the volume, published in 1829 (London Cadell ^ Co ), 
nndOT the titlecfmrii of the Psalms, which is not to be con, 
SmSedwitKhfworkV B Lyte, afterwards 

published under the same title, in 1834 
XLi— This hymn IS from Hymm Ancient aS 

the Services of the Church (Lon^n Nomllo , 186D I ^ 
mdSited to the Bev Sir Henry Williams Baker, 
the editors of that collectio^, for the 
has kindly obtained for me from the author, to Pb-blish ^ 
mme, a^ell as foi the authentication of the text I am 
also indebted to him and his co editors them consent to 

the use which I have made of this^pm, and of three others, 
contnbuted by Sir Henry Williams Baker himself to the 
^me ejection, to whichhe has allowed me to affix his name 
XLii -Five out of seven stanzas Those omitted are Doddridge s 
second and sixth ^ . -u, t, j 

XLvi —Five stanzas out of a hymn which, as first P^^Jished in 
1740 (then beginnmg “ Glory to God, and praise, and love ), 
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consisted of eighteen stanzas , and which, in the seventeenth 
edition of Hymns an^ Spiritual Songs (Pine, Bnstol , 1773), 
was reduced to eleven stanzas , then beginning as in the 
present text In the Hymn Book for Methodists^ it consists 
of ten stanzas , one of which is taken from the earlier 
edition, and is not in that of 1773 

XLvm — Four out|of five stanzas That omitted is the fourth 
of Watts 

Lii — Five out of eight stanzas Those omitted are the fourth, 
fifth, and seventh of Watts 

Lv — Six out of seven stanzas That omitted is the third of 
Newton 

LVii —This hymn, as here given, was introduced into the Marylebone 
Collection (1851) from a poem of some length, published in 
1881, in The a volume edited by the Eev Thomas Dale 
The text (whiSiwill bo found at page 139 of that volume) 
IS unaltered, except that the first word “ Saviom, has been 
brought downfromapieceding line, in substitution for the 
words “And then,” so as to give to these stanzas an mdepend- 
ent beginning 

Lviii — ^Nine out of eleven stanzas Those omitted are the fifth 
and seventh of Mrs Barbauld 

LX — From Lyra Bavidica, 1708, but bionght into general use 
in The Compleat Psalmodist by John Arnold, of which the 
second edition was published in 1750 The “ (Ilona, ' which 
constitutes the fourth stanza, goes with the hymn in some 
modern books, and suits ft so well, that I have ventured to 
retart it This “ Gloria ” is certainly by Charles Wesley , 
it will be found at page 242 of the fourth edition (1743) of 
the Hymns and Sacred Poems, by the two brothers 

LXi — This hymn (No 2. in the Bev John Chandler’s Hymns of the 
Primitive Church) is, as stated by himself in his Preface to 
that work, a variation from a translation of the same Latin 
onginal, by the Eev Isaac Williams , «vhich had previously 

• appeared in the British Magazine, and which is No 2 in Mr 
Williams* Hymns Translated from the Parisian Breviary 
(Rivingtons, 1889) 

Lxri —A selection, adopted by me out of the Marylebone Hymn 
Book of I80I (where it is erroneously ascribed to A Gray), 
from a hymn in mne stanzas of eight lines each, by the late 
Mr George Mogridge, popularly known as “ Old Humphrey * 
Theie is no alteration in the words , but the two tetrastichs 
composing the first stanza are transposed The entire hymn 
w ill be found in My Poetry Book, published by the Religious 
Tiact Society , at 1^*88 

Lxiv — Dr Neale s hymn is divided into thirteen unequal parts, 
the first seven of which constitute the present text 

Lxv — Three out of fii e stanzas contnl^ted to the S P C K Hj mnal, 
1852 , hut the first stanza was added at a later revision 

LwiH —The date assigned to this hymn, and to No cccxcviu are 
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HYM £ tliGir ■publicSition, by tlio authoi ^ 

Chi istian Obseiver The other hymns of Eobeit Grant, 

,n to MUecUou, bear tte date of-the poethumoue repubb 
cation of his collected hymns, by his biother, Lord Glenelg 

L\ix —Pom ont of mne stanzas, of nnequal len^h, 

uZ^BolydaysoffeCJmrch, 

and Biographical Notices, vol n P 636 ^xfora Ji'arKer , 
1831) 

Lxx-The Offices of John Austin, containing some excellent 
h™s were adapted to the use of menibers of the 
r^rcli of Biiffland, first by Theophilus Dorrmgton, and 
aftmw^ds by ^le Nonjmrmg Bishop Hickes Borniigton 

m somecases%ltered Austin's hymns, Hickesalmo^al was s 

iVinted them without alteration This hy^nn n. 

Austin's Offiices, where it consists of 

of which was omit'ted, and some of the ot>iera slightly aiterea, 
i\xr Phsrles Weslev The piesenttext is taken trom first 
edition G789) of the Wesleys Hymns and Sacred Poems, 
toS T sortoiert “entatle/ffi/muto OfcnJt, altered fiom 
Dr Hxcltes “ Beformed Devotions ' 
tivt —The text of this hymn is given ftom Toplady’s Collection’ 
in me methlr It la Mr BaUwdl s gen^e 
wolk or was altered bi Toplady, is not certain The hymn, 
Ts^k published by Madan, in 1760, ^ants the 

himself, for Toplady s Collection 

rfSHf 

pe& m substance towards tbe ®d of to 

Ipo- T urner The stanzas, fiom ‘ Blest angels, ^ 

are by Turner, and weie published byhim separately, with 
vlm-Uo i^ot impro^emei ts), m a little volume. Piloted m 
T?Jf Abiidgme of tlis hjmu, more or less varied 
(u^Hj beginning “Bcjond *'>« A 

M«nr m ^oral modem hj-mn boobs one of tbe first of 
them appeared in Dr Bippon s own^oUection 

Lxxiv —The three last out of five stanzas (fiymn LVin ® Lj? 

Watts Hymns and Spiritual Songs, begmnmg Let mortal 
tongues attempt to sm^ ) 

txxK -This hymn, (composed in 1838,) was originally pu b^ ed 
mtr^al Piolml and Bymnt for stngmg «• Olmrohet 
(Worcester, 1849) 
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Lxxx —Seven stanzas out of eight That omitted is Montgomei-v s 
third 

Lxxxi —Tins IS one of a small number of compo'^itions bj Mici ael 
Bruce (a Scottish sclioolma&ter, \\ho died \erj joung) tv Inch 
haTC been the subject of much contioT oisj m Scotland, and, 
indeed, of a kind of literaiy loniance They appear to have 
been intrusted in manuscript by Michael Bruce, oi by his 
father, to John Logan, ■who, some time after Biuce s death, 
published Them with variations in his own name The 
eighteenth “Paraphiase is a vaiiation of this hymn, no 
doubt contnbuted by Logan The pi esent is Bi uce s original 
text, as given in Mr Mackelvie s collection of his poems 
(Edinburgh Paterson, 1837) 

Lxxxii —Six out of eight stanzas The second and third of Watts 
are omitted 

I.XXXIII —Pour out of SIX stanzas The second and thud of Watts 
are omitted • 

Lxxxiv —The dates assigned to this hymn, and to Nos oxni and 
CLxxvii and the two “ Additional Hymns, ’ Nos 2 and 9, 
are those of then ongmal publication m the Chrutmn 
Observer The rest of Bishop Hebei s Hymns (as well as 
Dean Milman s), in this volume, bear the date of the publi- 
cation of the Bishop s Hymn book, in 1827 

txxxvi —The texi^f this hymn, and of No cm as now corrected 
is from themrst edition of Psalms and Hymns (Ipswich, 
1813), by the author, the Eev William Hum, formerly Vicai 
of Dehenham 

lixxxviii — The text is tiom. ponders iTynins (London Snow, 
185|) , where this is a complete Inmn As first published 
by the author, m The Choir and the Oratory (Jackson and 
Walford, 1837), these weie the last four of thuteen stanzas, 
on “ Thy Kingdom Come ” 

xc —This popular hymn is a cento, composed by Martin Madan, 
with some variations, out of two hymns by Charles Weslej 
(Nos 38 and S9 of Hymns Intere^on for all Manlmd), 
and one by J olm Oennick (No 128 in nis Colleeiion of Sacred 
Hymns f Fifth Edition, Dublin, 1752) The choice and 
arrangement of the stanzas, as made by Madan, m here pro 
served, as aie his lanations of the third and fourth stanzas 
(Oennick s), of which the last lines do not ihyme in the 
original The first two stanzas and the last are from Weslej s 
No 39, a hymn of four stanzas Madan made some alter- 
ations in the fiist and the last, which (with the exception of 
“ O come quicklj, taken by him from Cennick, mstead of 
Wesley’s ‘Jah, Jehovah' ) I have not letained The 
second, and theyfifth (which is the concluding stanza of 
Wesley's No 38)^ro did not altei 

xci —The preceding hymn is generally, by a populai eiror, at- 
tributed to OliTCis, the only foimdation for that error being, 
that he adopted its first Imras the beginning of one of his 
stanzas, which (though the fiist of those selected here) is 
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first in either edition of Ins Judgment Hymn His 
hymn "was greatly altered and enlarged in its second edition, 
from which the presenf text is taken , hemg a selection of 
eleyen out of thirty six stanzas ^ 
xciv —This translation of Veni Creator, from the Bishop s Collec 
tton of Private Devotions, 1627, was flist intioduced into 
the Office for the Ordination of Priests upon the revision of 
the Liturgy of the Church of England, in ^662 
xcsviii -—Seven cut of nine stanzas Hait s seventh and eighth 
are omitted 

c -Jacohi’s translation will he found at page 43 of Haherkom’s 
Psalmodia Germamca (London, 1765) It consists of ten 
stanzas, of which Toplady adopted and altered six Top 
lady s third stanza is here omitted 
ci —Five out of SIX stanzas , from Mant s Molydays of the Church 
(vol 11 page 317) The Bishop s first stanza is omitted 
< 3 iv — ihe last seven out of eleven stanza^ (No 24 of John 
Mason s Songs of Praise) 

cvi —Pour out of eight stanzas (the fourth, fifth, sixth, and 
seventh of Watts are omitted) 

cviii — Fourteen out of twenty six stanzas This is the most ancient 
of all the compositions included m this volume, and it is the 
true English souice of all the “New Jerusalem Hymns * of 
the seventeenth and eighteenth centime^! It is pnnted at 
length in Dr Bonar s interesting Piefaee to his edition, 
published in 1852 (Edinburgh Johnstone and Hunter), of 
David Dickson's New Jerusalem, which is itself a mere va 
nation of this hymn, with thirty six more stanzas added to 
it &om William Pnd's Olasse of Vaine Clone, #1685 The 
original hymn is contained in a MS quarto volume, num- 
bered 16,226, in the British Museum, the date of which 
seems (from the internal evidence, as stated by Dr Bonar), 
to be about 1616 The hymn itself (which is entitled, A 
Song hyFBP to the tune of Diana) is, probably, of Queen 
Elizabeth’s time 

cix —The text of this^ hymn (pnnted in the first edition of the* 
present volume, from the Ninth Edition of Ciossman), has 
been now corrected, and restored as it ongmally appeared in 
the first Edition of the Young Man s Calling, or the whole 
Duty of Youth, %•€ , with Divins Poems except that the thud 
stanza, which was omitted by Grossman in his second and all 
subsequent editions, is also omitted here 
cx —I have been unable to trace this hymn higher than to the 
Collection of Dr Wilhams and "Mr Boden, hist published in 
1801, in which it is stated to be from ‘ Eckinton Collection , 
and I have not discovered the aiilj^, or the oiigmal text 
In the collections which give it most full j , there aie seven 
stanzas of which one the third (a stanza of inferior meiit, 
and borrowed directly f^m an older hymn), is here omitted 
cxni —Five out of six stanzas, from Hymn cxLiii ofBerridge's 
Sion* 8 Songs The stanza omitted is Bemdge s fourth The 
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last couplet of the second stanza is taken by Bemdgp, with 
very little alteration, from Ralph Bishine s Gospel Sonnets 
(Part V section 6) , and the whole hymn follows so closely 
in Erskine s track, 4hat it might properly be desenbed as a 
\ariation from him 

cxiv —-The text is that of the 66th Scotch Paraphiase m which 
Cameron, taking the general plan, and much of the detail 
and expression of Watts hymn (No 41 of Watts Book I ), 
has recast #16 whole composition, with excellent effect 
cxvi — Four out of five stanzas Tliat omitted is Newton s fourth 
cxxii — ^The first ten lines of this hymn were left a ftagment by 
Kirke White, written on the back of one of his mathematical 
papers They came after his death into the hands of pr 
Colly er, who published them, with six (not veiy successful) 
Imes of his own added, in his Hjmn Book of 1812, where 
the hymn is numbered 867 The task of fimshmg it was 
more happily accomplished by Miss Maitland, m the form in 
which it is Iffeie given, which first appeared in a -TOlurae 
published by Hatchard in 1827, under the title of Symm 
for Private Devotion, selected and original 
oxxHi ’—Five out of ten stanzas 

cxxv —Six out of seven stanzas That omitted is Newton’s third 
cxxvi —Bight out of twelve stanzas Those omitted are the third, 
ninth, tenth, and eleventh of Cennick 
cxxvii — Hammonl s hymn (which will be found at page^So of his 
Psalms^ Bymns, and Spiritual Songs, London, l<4o)is m 
fourteen stanzas Of these, the first, second, and thirteenth 
are the same, except some very slight voibal dianges, with 
the three fiist stanzas o^ Madan s vanation The last two 
staffeas of the vanation are an expansion by Macian or 
Hammond s concluding stanza 

cxxviii —Chandler concludes this hymn with a “ Gloria, which 
is omitted here 

cxxxiii —Three out of seven stanzas 


cxLii —Six out of eight stanzas 

•cxLviii —This and No clxiii are taken, by permission of the 
authoress, from The Legend of the Golden Prayei8,arM otf^ 
Poems (London Bell and Daldy, 18o9, pages 
Both hymns had been previously published at or before the 
dates marked in the text 

tLv — This IS a variation from the first four and the last two stenzas 
of James Montgomery s Verses to the Memory of the 
Brownt, of Lethersdale, a poem m fourteen stanzas (of four 
Imes each), which was written about 1803, and published m 
The Wanderer of Switzerland and other Poems, m ISOo iiic 
liymn, in its pre^iat form, seems to have first 
Dr Collver s Collection, published m 1812 , but I have ^t 
been able to ascertain vihethei the -var ation is due to Dr 
Collyer, or (as, from the inteinal evidence, I should havu 
thought piobable) to Montfomeiy himself It is not, 
however, included m Montgomerys Collection of his own 



Notes 


496 

HYMN 

•hymns, published in 1853, nor is it m his Christian Psalmist, 
published in 1825 

OTviii —The last four out of fl \0 stanzas (The hymn is No 86, 
Book II of Watts ) 

CLX —Bight out of eleven stanzas (Theodosia s Poems, vol 1 page 
159 , Biistol edition of 17S0 ) The stanzas omitted are the 
fourth, fifth, and sixth of the authoress 
CLxvrii — Seven out of nme stanzas The foifth and eighth of 
Watts are omitted 

CLXXi — Bour out of six stanzas The fourth and fifth of Watts’ 
are omitted 

CLXxvi — Brom Symns and Poem, by Sir Edward Benny, Bart 
(Nisbet, 1848 ) 

CLxxviii —The first five out of six stanzas 
CLxxx —The text of this hymn is fiom Dr Baffles Collection, 
whom I understand (on Mr Sedgwick S? authority) to have 
had it firom the author 

CLxxxii —This, and No ccxcvi are by Di Ray Palmer, a living 
American wiiter The text has been compared with authentic 
American copies, and found correct 
CLXxxvi —Eight out of eleven four line stanzas, which constitute 
the latter part of The Covenant and Confidence of Faith, m 
Baxter s Poems (Pickering’s edition, , page 7l) The 
stanzas omitted are the first, third, and fifth, at the page 
referred to 

OLxxxix — Bour stanzas out of eight The hymn is No 82 in J ohn 
Austin s Offices The stanza omitted are the first three, and 
the “ <Hona’ at the end « 

cxc — Bive stanzas out of six The stanza omitted is Oowper’a fifth 

cxci — Bive stanzas out of eight Those omitted are Wesley’s fifth, 
sixth, and seienlh The h\mn is at page 80 of the Hymns 
and Sacred Poems (Second Edition , Biistol, 1743) 
cvciii —The last stanra is wanting in Miss Elliott s Hours of Sorrow 
cheered and comforted (Fourth Edition, 1S49 , page ISO) I*' 
IS, houeaei, as 1 haie ascertained, the concluding stenza of 
thchimn, as oiiginall:^ composed hj the authoress 
cxciv — ^From a memoir of the Life of Oberliii published anonj 
moubly in 1830 (London Ball) The translator is Mrs 
Daniel Wilson, of Islington , who has kindly peimitted 
me to gi\e her iianie It is aery doubtful if the original 
is Obeilin s, though its tine source has not been aseex- 
tamed 

c\cv —Bive out of ten stanzas (Theodon a^ s Poems , vol 1, p 134, 
of the edition of 1780) The staixSas omitted are the thud to 
the seventh inclusive 

ecu— From The Rivulet (Longman and Go , Second Edition 
1856) 

ccni —Five out of ten stanzas, from Mant s Holy days of the Church 
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(vol 11 page 563) The Bishop’s fifth, sixth, seventh, ninth, 
and ten& stanzas are omitted 

CGV —Prom The Churcit of England Magagine, Fehmary, 1888, 
with a X signifying it to he original It is there in seven 
stanzas, and is signed, Q , Chelsea 
ccvi — A cunons example of a successful cento Bach stanza is 
taken a ditferent hymn hy Mason , the foui hymns, 
which hsiwe each contributed one stanza, being Nos 6, 7, 9 
and 8, of Mason s Songs of Praue Mr Gurney (who had 
been to some extent anticipated in this operation, by former 
Collectors— e g Montgomeiy, in the Christian Psalmut, gives 
a composite hymn of greater length, fiom the same sources) 
has introduced some slight veibal alterations, which are here 
retained 

ccix. — Five out of eight stanzas (Conder s Hymns , London Snow 
p 140) The stanzas omitted aie Condei s second, third, and 
fourth 

ccxiii —The text is that of the second Scotch Paraphrase It is 
slightly different from tl at punted in Logan a works, where 
some of the pieces, now ascertained to be by Michael Bruce, 
are still ascribed to Logan, who originally published them as 
his own The true original (which begins, “ O God of Jacob,' 
&c ) IS No 4 of Doddndge s hymns , it has been re written, 
and certai^ improved, by Bruce or Logan 
ccxix —The firsTUve out of six stanzas 

ccxx —The fiist five out of six stanzas (from Watts Dimm Bongs 
for Children i Song 9) 

caxxiii— Six stanzas out oH^eight (from Lytes Poems, ehieflg 
reUgtous , London, Nisbet , p 158) The stanzas omitted 
are the fourth and eighth of Lj te 

ccxxiv —The text of this hymn is from Le Bas’ Life of Bishop 
Middleton (Eivingtons, 1831) 

ccxxvi — ^The onginal of this is the Humble Lamentation of 
a Sinner, usually appended to the “Old Version of the 
Psalms Some recent students of l^rmnology haie thought 
it probable that the autlior of the Humble Lamentation was 
John Merchant (not Mardley) , but their opinion seems to rest 
on no higher ground than conjecture In Bishop Heber’s 
book, it IS erroneously ascnbed to Stemhold , and no notice 
IS there taken of the Bishop s extensive variations 
ccxxviii —Three out of four stanzas The stanza omitted is Mr 
RusselTs third 

ccxxix —This and No cclii were communicated to me m manu- 
sciipt by the kindness of my fnend, Mr Palgrave 
ccxxxi —Three out stanzas , the fourth is that omitted 

coxwii — From Hymns for Sunday Schools, Onginal and Selected 
(Cambndge Second Edition, 1844) , by the Rev C J Phipps 
Byre The first two and fourth Imes are hy Waring, 
the rest by a different hand, hut whose, I have not been able 
to aseertam 
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ccxwv — ^This, and ccxci\ ^rst appealed in HalVs Collection 
(183<)) The pieseut tex.t is fiom a collection of tracts and 
hymns, published in lb87, %\ith the sntlioi, Mi Osier s, name, 
under the title of Chut ch and King (Smith, Elder, and Co ) 

ocxLVi — The text of this, and of Nos ccLvn and cclxv is fiom 
the edition of 1709, containing Bishop Ken s latest coricc 
tions That of the eailiei editions \nll be found in Mi 
Anderdon a Life of Ken, and in Mr Sedgwict s recent edition 
of Ken s hymns , since the publication ot which, the disco vei> 
of a copy of the edition of 1709 (now in my possession) has 
settled the controveisy, previously raised, as to the genuine 
ness of the pi esent text This text was revised by the Bishop 
for an undated edition of the hymns issued as a twopenny 
tract for general use, not earlier than 1706, and not later than 
1707 A copy (probably unique) is in the British Museum 
Library Ken s Evening Hymn, in its onginal foiin, first 
appeared, with a musical setting by JOemiah Clarke, in 
Playfoids JSarmonia Sacra, of 1693 
ccxLViii —The last twelve of sixteen stanzas, from the first poem 
in the Christian Yeai 

ccLiii —I am indebted foi the communication of this hymn and 
No cctxvi to the kindness of the author, the Bev James 
Eord, Prebendary of Exeter 

ccLvi —A variation from Watts’ “Dread Sovereign, let my evening 
song’ (No vn of Watts’ Hymns, Book II) Browne has 
altered the metre, and has re written and improved the whole 
composition ^ 

ocLix —The last twelve of fourteen stanzas, from the setwnd poem 
in the Ckrwtian Year 

QCLSL —This Hymn (ongmally taken by the Editor from The JStew 
Congregational JSymn Booh, Jackson, Walford, and Co )was, 
by inisteke, ascribed in the foimer^mpressions of this volmne 
to Thomas Park It was flist published in The Wreck of the 
Golden Mary, constituting the extra number of Houeehold 
Words, for Christmas, 1866 - 

cctsKVT —One couplet only is omitted, viz that which, in Doddridge's 
text, follows the sixteenth line The hymn, as ongmally, and 
generally j pnnted, is divided into thiee unequal parts , the 
first consisting of eighteen lines, the second of twenty eight, 
and the third of twenty four I have ventured to adopt a 
division into stanzas, as being more suitable foi music 
ccLxvn— Eive out of seven stanzas The omitted stanzas are 
Doddndge’s second and fifth 

CCLxix— This,andNo eexoix were firstjaji?olished in Lord Nelsons 
Salisbury Symnal , from whence Lhey are taken, and the 
author’s name now for the first time added, by Mr Keble’s 
and Lord Nelson s kind permission 
CCLXX — ^The repeated couplet Ts taken from Milton’s translation of 
the 136th Psalm , with the change of Milton’s word “aye, ’ 
mto“stm” 
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CCLXXIH — Fiom the BnUnh Magazine, 1S32, theie signed with a f 
ccLxxvi ccLxxix -Both these aie taken ^Mth fom of Ins own 
n^ns), by the pe«nission ot the Rev Aithnr Tozei Russell, 
from his Hymn Book (Psalms and JSymns, ^Lc , Cambridee . 
Deighton, 1851), m which cclxxvi was first pub ished , while 
CCLXXIX IS from the Church of England Magazine, 1843, 
where it is in seven stanzas The authoi is the Rev Henry 
DowntoHjrfoimeily of Chatham, and aftei wards of Geneva 
Hymn cclxxvi though fiist published in 1851, had pieviousl v 
been printed in 184b, in the collection (not puWished) of 
Hymns foi the German Hospital 

ccLxxxi — ^liis, and ccclxxxix are from Parish Musings, by 

Pr J S B Monsell, Vicar of Eghani (Rnmrtons, 
Fifth Edition , 1860), and aic inserted by his kind pei mission 
cclxxxii —This Hymn (now ascertained to be by Mr Osier) first 
appeared in the Rev W J Hall s collection (London Wix, 


ccLxxxy — Six out of twelye stanzas Those omitted are the sixth 
5 inclusive, of Jacobi The hymn is at page 

189 of Haberkoin s Psalmodia Germanica (London, ItOo) 
coLxxxvii —First published m the Protestant Episcopal Collection 
of Hymns (lb26), appended to the version of the Psalms at 
the end of the American Prayer Book 
rcLxxxviii —The •'ven last out of fourteen stanzas (Hgmns and 
Sacred Poems by J % G W esley , second edition 1843 page 



eexo— The text is from the late Rev Edward Bickcrsteth & 
Christian Psalmody The third stanza lias been altered, and 
the fifth inserted by some unknown compiler 


ccxoH — Crashaw s hymn is a translation from the Adoro ie derote 
of Thomas Aquinas It consists of fifty sixhnes from which 
most of the lines of the present hymn#re adopted, with more 
or less variation The first abndgment (less varied than the 
present, and containing only six stanzas), was Hymn 18 in 
Austin s Offices , and was repeated, with the change of one or 
two woids, by Hickes (Devotions, 1706 page 210) The 
present text is that of Dormgton s vanation from Austm m 
whose Reformed Devotions it is Hymn 23 
coxciiT— From the collection of the Rev B Whittingham 
(Simpkm and Marshall fourth edition, 1843), altered from 
a hymn by the Rev Thomas Cottenll, 1810 


ccxcv — ^From the Churc h of England Magazine, June 1838, where 
it IS given m five d?5l^as 

ccxcviii —Ten out of twenty eight stanzas from a poem entitled 
Jesus teaches to die , at page SO of the tomth volume of Bishop 
Ken s works (London , 1721) •The stanzas omitted are the 
first four , the tenth to the eighteenth inclusiv e , the twenty- 
second to the twenty-fifth inclusive , and the twenty -eighth 
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ccc — Fiom r/i6 o» the Cross and other Poem (Bath , Binns 
and Goodwin), 1849 ^ 

ccci —Three out of foity three stanzas The poem (a tianslation 
from the Hymn of Piudentius, Circa eaequias mfuncti) is m 
Williams Ihoughts in Past Tears (Rivingtons , thud edition) 
1843 , page 296} The stanzas selected are at pages 304 5 
coon —The last thiee stanzas of James Montgoin^y s, The Crave 
(Montgomery s Poetical Worles complete in one volume. Long 
man page 261) They now constitute, I believe, part of the 
epitaph on the poet s tomb 

coovni —Four out of five stanzas The omitted stanza, a Gloria,” 
IS Chandler s last 

cccx —Five out of six stanzas The omitted stanza is Browne s 
last (Browne s Bymns and Spiritual Songs, No 203 ) 
cccxi —Bight out of nine stanzas The omitted ^nza is Heibert's 
last There is a copy of this, with a good many variations, in 
St Williams' Library 

ocoxii —In Mason s Songs of Praise (No 19), this hymn ends (as 
many of Mason s hymns do) with a half stanza , the general 
scheme of dinsion being mto stanzas of eight lines The 
concludmg half stanza is omitted here 
cccxvii —This hymn was first privately printed in 1833 It was 
afterwards subdivided into three distinct Pymns, in the col 
lection of the Rev H V Elliott (the husband of the 
authoress), by whose kindness I have been enabled to 
reunite, m this place, the paits so sepaiated 
cocxx —From the Mmionarg MwBtrel (London , Nishet. 1826), 
a small collection of 100 hymns, moie than fifty ‘hr which 
bear the initials of the anonymons compiler 
ocoxxn cocxxiv —The text of both these is from the late Br 
Andrew Reed s collection Mr Hastings is an American 
author , and, on companng them with his oiiginal text, smce 
the first edition of the present volume was published, they 
appear to be con^ctly given , except that the refram, “Re- 
turn, return, ' in No cooxxiv is not m Mr Hastings book 
{Bymns and Poems, New York, 1850 ) 
cooxxin —I am indebted to Mr Morris, of Worcester, for the 
commnmcation of Mrs Morris volume, entitled, The Voice 
and the Beply (Worcester, Gramger), from which this hymn 
is taken 

ocoxxv —From the twenty mnth edition (published about 1829) 
of Br Rippon’s Hymn Book, where it is attributed to Br 
Collyer It is not m Br Collyer s own collection, of 1812 , 
and I have not sncceeded in traciimjrf: beyond Br Rippon s 
book 

cccxxvi —Communicated by the anthor to Miss Elliott, the 
authoress of the hymn which it was suggested, “ Just as 

I am,' &c (No cxlvii Of this volume) 
cccxxix —This was kmdly commumcated to me in manuscript, by 
the author, Robert Smith, Esq , of Holloway 
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CCCXXX.V —Thirteen out of sixteen stanzas, from Symm and Sacred 
Poems hy Charles Wesley, vol 1 p 40 (Farley, Bristol , 
second emtion, 17"5) 

cccxxxvii —The hymn from which these eight stanzas are taken, 
was first puhhshed m twenty two stanzas in Spiritual Songs 
by J and C Wesley (vol 1 p 224, fourth edition, 1743) 
Afteiwar^ m the seventeenth edition (Pine, Biistol, 1773 , 
p 80) it wls reduced to sixteen stanzas In both it begins, 
“ And wilt Thou yet be found ” 

cccxiiix —Miss Elliott s name is now (through the kmdness of her 
brother, the Bev H V Elhott, m obtaining for me her per- 
mission) first made public, as the authoress of this hymn 
Through some accidental error it is ascribed in the Eei 
H V Elhott s Collection to Wesley , and the same mistake 
has been transferred to Eyle s Spiritual Songs, Bourchier s 
Solace in Sif^ness and Sorrow, and probably other books 

cccLi — Six out of seven stanzas (Eymns and Sacred Poems, vol 11 
p 146, second edition, 1743) Wesleys last stanza is 
omitted, and a change of arrangement, which the Wesleys 
themselves sanctaoned in the Hymn Book for Methodists, is 
adopted, by placing as last of the six the stanza which is 
second in the original text 

ccoLvi —Five outof six stanzas Browne s last is omitted 

cccLViii — ^Five wt of eight stanzas Those omitted are Mr 
Massie s third, fourth, and seventh (From Martin Luther s 
Spiritual Songs , translated by B Massie, JEsq ofEeeleston, 
Hatchard, 1854 ) 

cccLXiii ♦-From the onginal, as printed, with music, bv the late 
Baron Bunsen, and communicated to me by a friend 

cccLxiv — ^In most of the editions of Kelly s hymns (including that 
of 1836), this is a hymn of ten stanzas , of which the fifth 
sixth, seventh, and tenth, are here omitted In the edition 

of 1812, it was rednced by the author Inraself to six stanzas , 
being (except the last), the same witji the present text Tho 
last stanza of that edition was unequal to the rest, and was 
omitted by the author in all the later editions 

cccnxviii — From SacrcB , or, Psalms andHymns and Spiritual 

Songs (Hatchard, 1825) 

cooLxx —The seven last of twenty stanzas , from Brskine’s Gospel 
SonneU (twentieth edition , Berwick Phorson , 1788 page 
272) 

cccLXXV — ^This IS No 47 in Hymns by B C Chapman (London 
JohnR Bateman, 1, Ivy Lane) This edition, which is with- 
out date, was puWithed in 1852 The same hymn, in a slightly 
different form, had appeared m the earlier edition of the 
Author’s hymns, published 1 1 1837 (JobnF Shaw, Southamp- 
ton Bow, Bussell Square) 

cccLxxvi —(From Lyte’s Poems, entefiy Beltgious, page 41) This 
hymn md been m circulation several years before the pub- 
lication of that volume, and will be found in the Christian 
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Psalmist (1?2j), and ni Hymns foi Pi ii^ate Devotion^ Selected 
and Original (Hattlnrd, lb27) it has sometimes been 
enonPousl\ attnhntedto Miss GienreU 
cccLXxxi cccLxxxii —1 am indebted foi llie communication ofthe 
volumes from whit li these two pieces aie taken (&onflrjj /or 
the Suffering , Kml The Famihj Hymnal , London Hamilton, 
Adams, Sz Co), to the kindness of the ^yjitnoi, the JEle\ 
Thomas Da\is, Incumbent of Bouiidhav, Tcorl shuc 
CCCLxxxMi — ^Fi\e out ot nine stanzas (from Watts' H>um ,>9 of 
"Book II) The stanzas omitted aie the hist, second, hltli, 
and sixth 

cccxc —live out of six stan/as The omitted stanza is the fourth 
of W atts 

cccxcii —This has been made up hv imttmg togetner two stanzas 
taken. from 2so 23 (witn some sliJit variation), ai d two 
olheis taken (without vamtion) from ^»o 2S of Masons 
Songs of Praise Ladj Huntingdon idded two stanzas* more 
from the lattei hymn, which are here omitted 
cccci —Six out of eight s'^anzas The stanzas omitted u.ie Kelli 
second and third 

ccccii —This hymn (in fi\c stanzas of which the fourth is here 
omitted) apjio^is in the second senes of Sacred Pociiy (hdm 
burgh Oliphint), first published in 182'^'^ Dr Bonai spoke 
of It to Mr Sedgwick "s one wh eh ho lemembcred as early 
as 1820 In the Chelsea Collection (Psalms and Hymns for 
Public Worship Seeleis, second edition ISjS) it bears the 
name of “ Newton , bir the^oint is settled by its insertion 
m the author s Poems, 18j2 » 

ccccui —From Hymns and Anthems (Pox, Paternoster Kow) , 
a volume edited by Mr William Johnson Fox , to whom this 
hvmn was given for puhlication b\ the authoiess 
ccccix —From Thoughts for Thoughtful Hours (y^ehon, Edinburgh, 
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NOTES TO ADDITIONAL HYMNS 


SYMN 

I — am indebted to the Re'V J Keble for permission, obtained 
through him, to intioduce tins and the other additional 
Hymns of the late Professor Joseph Anstice The two 
numbered ccLxxnr and cccxxvii I had previously taken 
from the Child $ Christian Heai , (in which the additional 
Hjinn, No 24, will also be found ) The collected hjiniis of 
the author ha^ e never been made public, though tliey were 
privately printed, after his death, in 1836 
V —The first four out of five stanzas 
vii — Prom Bishoi> Mant's JSolydaysof the Church, &c \ol 1 p 
360 

VIII —This IS the oiiginal translation of Mr Williams (omitting the 
last twelve hr es), of which Hymn lxi is a \aiiation 
ix — The text u that of the 58th Scotch Paraphiase, and, 
although diffeiing fiom that given in LOj^an s woiks, may be 
regarded as altered In hiiuselt, or with Ins authonty, from the 
original by Michael Bruce 

xn — Five out of six stanzas l^lney Hymns, Book I No 53) 

XIV — Tibs IS No 856 in Br Colb ei s Hymn Book of 1S12 Dr 
Collj er, in a note, states, that he is himself the aiithoi of the 
last three stanzas, having nevei seen more than the first 
which (following a popular error) he assumes to be a trans 
lation fiom I uther, by whose name it is usually called, and 
to one of whose tunes it is set and sung The oiiginal German 
hymn, however, on which this is foijnded (heginning, ^*Estst 
gewissUeh an der Zeit, ) is not by Luther, but by Bartholo- 
mew Rmgw aid I have not been able to discover the author 
of the first English stanza 

XVI xviii —These two popular hymns constitute parts of Dr Neale s 
translation of The Bhythm of Bernard de MorVivc, Monk of 
Cluny, on the Celestial Country (London J T Hayes, 1802 ) 
The entire translation is very long (442 lines) The Latin 
oiiginal begins with the line, 

“ Hora novisnma, temyoi a -pessima aunt, rngdemua 
XXII XXX — From Hyj^msfrovi the Gospel of the Day for each Sun- 
day and the Festivals of oxtr Lord b\ tiie Re\ J Ju Bode 
(Oxfoid and London J H & J Parker, 1860 ) 

XXVII —lam indebted for this to ^e kindness of the translator 
yyvT — The first foiii out of five stan/as Olney Hymns, Book 1 
No 50 

XXXIV — I am indebted for this to the author 
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Come, Holj Spuit, hea^f nlv Dove 
Come, let us lom om clieuful sough 
Come, letnsjom oui hieuds above 
Come, let ue to the Loid oui God 
Come, my soul, thy suit prepxie 
Come, 0 come * in pious lays 
Gome, 0 thou TiaveUci unknown 
Gome, take my yoke, the Saviour said 
Gome, we that love the Loid 
Come, ye thankful people, come 
Commit thou all thy giiefs 
Compaied with Christ, m all beside 
Day of anger, that dread Day 
Deaiest of names, our Lord and King 
Deathless piinciple, arise 
Early, my God, without delay 
Earth to earth, and dust to dust 
Ere another Sabbath close 
Eternal Beam of Light Divine 
Eternal God, of beings First 
Eternal sonice of every joy 
Eicalted high at God’s right hand 
Pam would my thou^ts fly up to Thee 
Par from my heavenly home 
Par from these narrow scenes of night 
Par from the world, 0 Lord I flee 
Father, by Thy love and power 
Father, 1 know that all my life 
Father of ♦Love, our Guide and Frrnd 
Fearless, calm, and strong in love 
Pierce passions discompose the mmd 
For ever with the Lord 
Forth from the dark and stonny sky 
Forth m Thy Name, O Loid, 1 go 
For mercies, countless as the sands 
For Tliy mercy and T]py giuce 
Foimtam of merej 1 God of love 
Fnend after fhend departs 
From all that dwell below the skies 
From Egypt lately come 
From Greenland's icy mountains 
Full of weakness and of sm 
Glorious thmgs of Thee aie spoken 
God eternal, Lord of all 
God IS our Refuge, tried and proved 
God moves m a mysterious way 
God of mercy, throned on high 
God of my sah ation, hear 
God of that glonous gift of grace 
God of tlio morning at whose voice ^ 
God, that madest earth and hCaven 
Go up, go up, my heart 
Go, worship at Emanners feet 
Gracious Spirit, dwell with me 
Great God, what do JLsee and hear 
Great God, Whose universal sway 
Guide me, O hhou meat Jehovah 
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Hail, thou bnght aud sacied lUPUXU 
Hail, Thou once despised Jesus 
Hail to the Lord’s Anoint^ 

Happy soul < thy days are ended 
Happy the man whose hopes lely 
Haik 1 how all the welkin imgs 
Hark, my soul, how eveiy thing 
Hark, my soul • it is the Lord 
Hark, the glad soulki ' the Saviour comes 
Hark, ’tis a martial sound ’ 

Harp, awhke! tell out the stoiy 

Haste, traveller, haste > the night comes on 

He, Who on earth as man was known 

Hear, gracious God ' a sinner & ciy 

Hear, gracious God ' my humhle moan 

Hear niy pra:yer, 0 heaienly Father 

Heavenly Father, to^hose ej e 

Heie 0 my Lord, I see Thee face to face 

Holy Ghost, dispel oui sadness 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almightj 

Holy Spirit, gently come 

Holy Spiiit, in my breast 

Hosanna * laisc the pealing hymn 

Hosmiia to the Livmg Loid < 

How blest the sacieW tie that hmd>> 

How Ijnght these glorious spiiits shine 
How gentle God s commands 
How nch Thy favours, God of giace 
How sweet the Name of Jesus sdfiiids 
How vast tne treasure we possess 
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I give immortal praise 
I heard the voice of Jesus say 
I pi -used the earth, in beauty seen 
I saw, and lo ' a countless thiong 
I sing th’ almighty power of God 
1m evil long I took Qi light 
In memory of the Saviour s love 
Interval of grateful shade 
In token that thou shalt not fear 
It came upon the midnight clear 

Jerusalem, my happy home 
Jerusalem, my happy home 
Jerusalem tiiie golden 
Jesu f behold, the Wise from fai 
Jesu f guide our way 
Jesu, lover of my soul 
Jesu, my strength, my hope 
J'esu, Thou ait my Righteousness 
Jesu ! who for my transgression 
Jesus, cast a look on me 
Jesus Christ is risen to day 
Jesus, T my cross have taken 
Jesus I lead us with Thy power 
Jesus, my all, to Heaven is gone 
Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Jesus, the Shepherd of the sheep 
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Jesusj tbou Joy of loving hearts 
Jeeus, Thy Chuich with longing eyos 
Jesns, when near th* expected houi 
Jesus, where’er Thy people meet 
Join all the glorious names 
Joy to the world, the Lord is come 
Just as I am, without one pita 
Just as tiiou art, without one trace 

Lamh of God, I look to Thee 

Lead, kmdly Light, amid th encircling gloom 

Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 

Let all the world in every corner sing 

Let all the woild rejoice 

Let Jacob to his Makei smg 

Let me be with Thee where Thou art 

Light of the lonely pilgrim’s heart 

Lo 1 God IS here I Let us adore 

Lo ! He conies * let all adore Him 

Lo • He comes, with clouds descending 

Lo I He comes with clouds descending 

Lo ’ the day the Lord hath made 

Long did I toil, and knew no earthly rest 

Loid, as to Thy dear cross we flee 

Lord’ come away 

Lord God of morning and of night 

Lord God the Holy Ghost 

Lord, I feel a carnal mind 

Lord, in the day Thou art about 

Lord, in Thy Name Thy servants j^lead 

Lord Jesu, when we stand afar 

Lord, may th^ mward grace abound 

Lord of hosts ^ to Thee We raise 

Lord of mercy and of might 

Lord of my life, whose tender oaie 

Lord of the harvest I once again 

Lord of the harvest » Jhee we hail 

Lord of the Sabbath i hear our vows 

Lord of the worlds above 

Lord, thou hast form d mme eveiy part 

Lord, when before Thy throne we meet 

Lord, when I lift my voice to Thee 

Lord, when my soul her secrets doth reveal 
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Mercy alone can meet mv case 285 

Mommg lifts her dewy veil 459 

Much m sorrow, oft m woe 137 

Must fhends and kmdred droop and die ^ 310 

My feith looks up to Thee 199 

My God and Father, while I stray 208 

My and is Thy Table spread 480 

JJy Gom my King, Thy varusas praise 1S7 

My God, now I from sleep awake 281 

My God, the Sprmg of all my joys 404 

My Me s a shade, my days 166 

My ^rd, my love w^ crucified 329 

My Shepherd will supply my need 282 

My soul, amid this stormy world 400 

My soul, repeat His pi aise 155 

MyspintlongethforThee 369- 



Inde^ of First Lines 


31y spirit on Tliy care 
My trust is m. the Loru^ 

Nearer, my God, to Thee 
Not all the hlood of beasts 
Not unto Ufa, Almighty Lord 
Now, gracious Loid, Thine arm reveal 
Now I have foimd the ground wherein 
Now IS the houiPbf daikness past 
Now it belongs not to my eaie 
Now let our inommng hearts levue 
Now let us loin with hearts and tongues 
Now may He, who from the dead 
Now morning lifts her dewy veil 
Now to Him, -who lo\ ed us, gave us 

O day most calm^most bright 
•O foi a closer walK with God 
O for an heart to praise my God 
O foi a thousand tongues to sing 
O God of Bethel, by whose hand 
O God, Thou art my God alone 
G God, Thy grace and blessing gn e 
O God, unseen, yet ever near 
O happy samts, "^o d\\ ell m light 
O happy soul, thS lives on high 
O Holy Sa\iour, Friend unseen 
O Holj Lord, content to live 
O house of J acob, come 
O how hmdly hast Thou led nfe 
O Israel,^© thy tents repair 
O Jesu, Lord ot heavenly giace 
0 Jesus, Saviour ot the lost 
O King of earth, and an, and sea 
O King of kings, before whose throne 
O Lamp of Life 1 that on the bloody Cross 
O Lord, anothei day is flown 
•O Loid, how good, how great art Thou 
0 Lord, how joyful 'tis to see 
O Lord, how little do we know 
O Lord, I would dehght m Thee 
O Loid, my best desiie fhlfil 
0 Lord, our languid souls inspire 
O Lord, Thy heavenly grace impart 
G Lori tuni not Thy face away 
0 moat mereiftil 
0 Saviour I is Thy promise fled 
G Saviour, may we nevM ^st 
O send me down a draught of love 
O Spint of the living God 
G that my load of sm were gone ^ 

G Thou, from whom all goodness flows 
0 Thou, the eoutnte smners’ Friend 
O Thou, to whose all searehmg sight 
0 Thou, who earnest from above 
0 Thou, whose tender mercy hears 
0 time of tranquil joy and holy feeling 
O timely happy, timely wise 
G worship the King 
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5 r 4 Index of First L 

Ot Tby lo\e some gi leious token 

O help us, Lord ' each hour of need 

Oh \\hat, if we are Christ’s 

On God the i ice of man depends 

On the mountain’s top appearing 

One there is, above all others 

Our God, our help in ages past 

Oiu Me is hut an idle play 

Our praise Thou need’st not but Thy love 

Palms of glory, r/iament blight 

Pleasant are Thy courts above 

Plunged in a gulf of dark despaii 

Poor child of sm dnd woe 

Poiu out Thy Spmt fiom on high 

Praise, my soul, the Bang of heaven 

Praise, O praise our God and King 

Praise the Lord, His glories show 

Praise the Lord of Heaven, praise Him in the height 

Praise to God, immortal praise 

Praise to the radiant Somee of bliss 

Player is the soul’s smeere desire 

Quiet, Lord, my fieoward heart 

Receive him. Earth, unto thme harbouring shnne 
Redeem’d from guilt, redeem’d from fears 
Reioice, the Loid is King 
Rejoice, though storms assail thee 
Rest, weary soul 

Return, 0 wauderei, to thy home 
Ride on, iide on in majesty 
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me 
Round the Lord m glory seated 

Salvation ’ oh ’ the joyful sound 

Saviour, I lift my trembhng ^yes 

Saauour, when in dust to Thee 

Saviour, who didst from Heav’n come down 

Saviour, who, exalted high 

Saviour, who Thy flock art feeding 

See, the ransomed millions stand 

Shall I fear, O Earth, thy bosom 

Shepherd of Israel, from above 

Shme on our souls eternal God 

Since Thou hast added now, 0 God 

Sing to the Lord, onr might 

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice 

Sleep weR, my deai , sleep safe and free 

Sometimes a light surprises 

Songs of praise the angels sang 

Source of good, whose power control^ 

Sovereign Ruler of the skies 

Speed Thy servants, Saviour, speed them 

Spmt * leave thme house of clay 

Star of mom and even 

Sun of my soul. Thou Saviour dear 

Sleep, haby, sleep ' what ails my dear 

Sweet IS the Spmifs strain 
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Inde^of Fust Lines 


Sweet IS the work, my God, 'my King 
Sweet place, sweet plac|| alone 
That day of ^vrath, that dreadful daj 
The child leans on its parent s "breast 
The billows swell, the winds are high 
The daj , 0 Loid, is spent 
The day of lest ^ce more comes lound 
The foe behind, Ihe deep before 
The God of Abraham piaise 
The Head that once was crown d with thorns 
The heaven of heavens cannot contam 
The Lord is King! lift up 3 our voice 
The Lord Jehovah reigns 
The Lord my pasture shall prepaie 
The Lord my Shepherd is 
The Loid of Might from Sinai s biow 
The lovely fornroi God s own Chinch 
The race that long in darkness pined 
The roseate hues of early dawn 
The scene around me disappeais 
The Son of God goes forth to wai 
The Son of God ! the Lord of life 
The spacious finnament on liigh 
The spring tide Imur 
The starry firmaiibnt on high 
The strain upraise ot 30 J 'intl piaise 
The voice that breathed 0 ei Lden 
The waves of tiouble, how the\ use 
The win^ were howling 0 ei liie deep 
The worm can neithei gi\ e noi take 
ihee we adore, eternal Lord 
Tliere is a blessed Home 
Theie is a book who runs may read 
Theie is a calm for those who weep 
There is a dwelling place aboi e 
Theie is a fountain fill’d with blood 
' There is a land of pure delight 
There is a pure and peaceful w‘i\e 
Theie is a River, deep and broad 
There is a safe and secret place 
Theie is a Stream, which issues forth 
There is an houi, when I must pait 
There’s not a bird, with lonely nest 
They talk’d of Jesus, as they went ^ , , . , „ 

Thou art gone to thi giwe but we will not deplore thee 
Thou art gone up on high 
Thou God of Love • beae^ih thy sheltenng wings 
Thou, great Creator, art possest 
Thou Judge of quick and dead 
Thou the cup of death didst dram 
Thou, who didst stoop below • 

Thou, who hast call’d us bj '^15 woid 
Thou, Whose Almighty word 
Though, bj sorrows o\ertaken 
Though Hide winds usher thee, sweet uav ^ 

Through the day Thj love hath spaied us 
Through the love of God our Saviour 
Thus sailh God o'’Hi& Anointed 
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Indtx oj Fust L uts 


TAt I 

Thy goodiKfts, I oid, om souls court ss lb 

Th> not wine, 0 Loul 212 

'Tis oomc, the ti ne oft loictold 36 

’Tis Heir en begun below 14S 

To Gotl, ye choir, ibore begin 28 

To Hear cn I lift mine e> e 246 

To Him, rvho loi om sms was slam 71 

To moriorv, Lord, is Thine 298 

To Thee, my God, r\ hose Piesence fills 420 

To Thy temple I lepair 336 

Up to the hills I lilt mine eyes 240 

Up to the thione ol God is. bonie 475 

We seek i lest bej ond the skies IbO 

^\ e sing His love, Wlio ones was slain 165 

W e sing the prais.c of Him Who died 53 

\\ eaiy of rr mdeimg fioin my God 359 

W elcome, sweet day, ol days the best 32r 

We 11 sing, m spite of scoin 40 

e re bound foi r ondei 1 ind 428 

We ve no abiding city heie 390 

Wliat are these lu bi ight ai i ay 126 

What sudden blaze ot song S'* 

W hate cr my God ordains is ri^it 424 

When all Thy meiues, O my God ISO 

When at mid day my task I ply 2bb 

When at Thy footstool. Lord, I bend 237 

W^len came m flesh tli’ Incarnate Word 464 

W^hen Chiist the Loid would come on earth 144 

W^hen Christ, with all His graces crorvn’cl-. 414 

When gathering clouds around I view 423 

When God of old came dorvn 3£!rom Heaven 104 

When languor and disease invade 426 

When 1 survey life’s r aried scene 210 

When I sun ev tlie w ondrous cross 53 

W’'hen Israel by Divine command 140 

When Jesus left: His Father’g^throne 307 

When rising ftom the bed of death 47 i 

When shall Thy love constrain 356 

IVhen Thou, O Loid, m flesh wert drest 451 

W hen rv ounded sore the stneken heart 361 

Where high the heavenly Temple stands 460 

Wlnle shepherds watched their flocks by night 37 

While With ceaseless course the sun 996 

Why comes this fiagranco on the summer breeze 407 

Why do we momn departing friends 167 

Why should I fear the darkest houi 422 

Why should I in vain repming 421 

With all the powers m\ poor soul hath 310 

With tearful ey es» I look around 346 

Worship, honour, glory, blessmg 953 

Ye golden lamps of heav en, farewell 172 

Ye servants of the Lord 183 

Ye sons of earth, prepaie the plough 117 

Yes, God is good in earth and sky 18 

Your harps, ye trembling saints 435 
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